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SCOTS SONGS. 


IAR DVKN UT * 


AN HEROIC BALLAD. 


PART I. 


Srarrrr ſtapt he eaſt the ha, 
And ſtately ſtapt he weſt: | 

Full ſeventy zeirs he now had ſene, 
With ſkerce ſevin zeirs of reſt. 

He livit quhen Britons breach of faith 
Wroucht Scotland meikle wae ; 


And ay his ſword tauld to their ſkaith, 


He was their deadly fac. | 


Hie on a hill his caſtle tude, 
With halls and towers a hicht, 
And guidly chambers; fair to ſee,: 
Quhair be lodgit mony a knicht. 
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His dame ſae peirleſs anes and fair, 
For chaſt and bewtie ſene, 

Nae marrow had in a the land, 
Saif Emergard the quene. 


Full thirtein ſons to him ſhe bare, 
All men of valour ſtout; 
In bludy fecht with ſword in hand 
Nyne loſt their lives bot doubt; 
Four zit remain, lang mote they live 
To ſtand by liege and land: 
Hie was their fame, hie was their micht, 
And hie was their command. 


Great luve they bare to Fairly fair, 
Their ſiſter {aft and deir ; 
Her girdle ſhawd her middle gimp, 
And gowden gliſt her hair. 
Quhat waefou wae her bewtie bred, 
Waefou to zung and auld, 
Waefou I trow to kyth and kin, 
As flory ever tauld ; | 
The King of Norſe; in ſummer tyde, 
Puft up wi powir and micht, 
Landed in fair Scotland the yle, 
Wi mony a hardy knicht. 
The tydings to our gude Scots King 
Came, as he ſat at dyne, 


Wi noble chiefs in braive aray, 


Drinking the-blude-reid wyne. 
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% 'To horſe, to horſe, my royal Liege, 
« Zour faes ſtand on the ſtrand; 
% Full twenty thouſand glittering ſpears 
„The Chiefs of Norſe command.” 
© Bring me my ſtead Mage dapple gray,” 45 
Our gude King raiſe and cry'd, 
© A truſtier beift in all the land 
« A Scots King nevir ſeyd. 


« Gae, little page, tell Hardyknute, 
„ Wha lives on hill ſae hie, vo 
« To draw his ſword, the dreid of faes, 
And haſt and follow me.“? 
The little page flew ſwiit as dart 
Flung by his maſter's arm : 
Cum down, cum down, Lord Hardyknute, 53 
And rid zour King frae harm.” 


Then reid reid grew his dark brown cheiks, 
Sae d1d his dark brown brow ; | 
His luiks grew kene, as they were wont, 
In danger grit, to do: | 60 
He hes tane a horn as grene as glaſs, 
And gien five ſounds ſae ſhrill, 
That treis in grene wod ſchuke thereat, 
vac loud rang ilka hill. | 


His ſons in manly ſport 'and glie Sy 63 
Had paſt that ſummer's morn, "fel 


Quhen low, down in a graſſy dale 


They heard their father's horn: N þ 
As 
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That horn, quoth they, neir ſounds in peace; 


We haif other ſport to byde : 
And fune they hey'd them up the nill, 
And ſune were at his ſide. 


* Late late zeſtrene I weind in peace 
To end my length med life, 
Aly age micht weil excuſe my arm 
«+ Frae manly feats of ſtryfe 
But now that Norſe dois proudly boaſt 
Fair Scotland to inthrall, 


It's neir be ſaid of Hardyknute, 


He fear'd to fecht or fall. 


* Robin of Rothſay, bend thy bow; 
Thy arrows ſchute ſae lei), 
*© That mony a comely countenance 
They haif turned to deadly pale. 
« Brave Thomas, tak ze but zour lance, 
* Ze neid nae weapons mair, 


Gif ze fecht wie't as ze did anes 


- < Gaint Weſtmorland's ferce heir. 


„ And Malcolm, licht of fute as ſtag 
«© That runs in foreſt wyld, 

«© Get me my thouſands thrie of men, 
Weil bred to {word and ſchield ; 

„Bring me my horſe and harniſine, 
„ My blade of metal clear: 

„If faes but kend the hand it bare, 
They ſune had fled for fei:. 
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“ Fareweil my dame fa peirleſs gude, 
« (And tuke hir by the hand), 
Fairer to me in age zou ſeem, 
« Than maids for bewtie fam'd: 
„ My zoungeſt ſon fall here remain 
„% To guard theſe ſtately towirs, 
„And ſchut the filver bolt that keips 
« Sac faſt zour painted bowirs.” 


And firſt ſhe wet hir comely cheiks, 
And then hir bodice grene, 

The filken cords of twirtle twiſt, 
WWWeil plait with filver ſchene; 
And apron ſet with mony a dice 

Of neidle-wark ſae rare, 
Wove by nae hand, as ze may gneſs, 


Saif that of Fairly fair, 


And he has ridden owre muir and moſs, 
Owre hills and mony a glen, 
Quhen he came to a wounded knicht, 
Making a heavy mane; 
Here maun I lye, here maun I dye, 
« By treacherie's falſe gyles ; 
Witleſs I was that eir gaif faith 
To wicked woman's ſmyles.” 


Sir Knicht, gin ze were in my bowir, 
To lean on filken ſeat, 
My ladyis kyndlie care zou'd prove, 
* Quha neir kend geidly hate: 
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« Hitſell wald watch ze all the day, 125 
Hir maids at deid of nicht; 

< And Fairly fair zour heart wald cheir, 
As ſhe ſtands in zour ſicht. 


« Aryſe, young knicht, and mount zour ſteid, 
& Bright lows the ſhynand day: | 130 
© Chuſe frae my menzie quhom ze pleis 
To leid ze on the way.” | 
Wi ſmyleſs luke, and viſage wan, 
The wounded knicht reply'd 
Kind chiftain, zour intent purſue, 135 
For heir I maun abyde. 
8 . 


To me nae after day nor nicht 
Can eir be ſweit or fair, v 
% But ſune beneath ſum draping tree 
„ Cauld dethe fall end my care.“ 140 
Still him to win ſtrave Hardyknute, 
Nor ftrave he lang in vain ; 
Short pleiding eithly micht prevale, 
Him to his lure to gain. ; 


« I will return wi ſpeid to bide 145 
„ Your plaint, and mend your wae : 
« But private grudge maun neir be quell'd, 
& Before our countrie's fae. 
« Mordac, thy eild may beſt be ſpaird 
„The fields of ſtryfe fraemang ; 150 
& Convey Sir knicht to my abode, 
« And meiſe his egre pang.” 
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Syne he has gane far hynd attowre 
Lord Chattan's land ſae wyde ; 
That Lord a worthy wicht was ay, 
Quhen faes his courage ſeyd: 
Of Pictiſh race by mother's ſyde, 
Quhen Picts rul'd Caledon, 


Lord Chattan claim'd the princely maid, 
Quhen he ſaift Pitiſh crown. 


Now with his ferce and ſtalwart train, 
He recht a ryſing heicht, 

Quhair braid encampit on the dale, 
Norſe menzie lay in ſicht. 


« Zonder, my valiant ſons and ferce, 


„Our raging rievers wait, 
On the unconquerit Scottiſh ſwaird, 
« To try with us their fate. 


% Mak oriſons to Him that ſaift 
« Our ſauls upon the rude ; 
“ Syne braifly ſchaw zour veins are fill'd 
Wi Caledonian blude.“ 
Then furth he drew his truſty glaive, 
Quhile thouſands all around, 


Drawn frae their ſheaths glanſt in the ſun, 
And loud the bugils ſound. 


To join his King adown the hill, 
In haſte his merch he made, 
Quhile, playand pibrochs, minſtrals meit, 
Afore him ſtately ſtrade. | 
| A. 4, 
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* Thryſe welcum valiant ſtoup of weir, 
« 'Thy nations ſcheild and pryde; 

*« Thy king nae reaſon has to feir 
** Quhen thou art be his ſyde.” 


Quhen bows were bent and darts were thrawn, 
For thrang ſcarce could they flie, 186 
The darts clave arrows as they met, 
Eir fais their dint mote drie. 
Lang did they rage and fecht fu ferce, 
Wi little ſkaith to man; | 199 
But bludy bludy was the field, 
Or that lang day was done. 


The King of Scots that findle bruik'd 
The war chat lukt like play, 

Drew his braid ſword, and brake his bow, 195 
Sen bows ſeimt but delay. 

Quoth noble Rothſay, © Myne I'll keip, 
« I wate its bleid a ſkore.“ 

© Haft up, my merry men,” cry'd the King, 
As he rade on before, 209 


The King of Norſe he ſocht to find, 

Wi him to menſe the faucht, 

But on his forehead there did licht 
A ſharp unſonſie ſhaft : 

As he his hand pat up to feil 205 
The wound, an arrow kene, 

O waefou chance! there pinn'd his hand 

Iz midſt atween kis ene. 
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„Revenge, revenge!“ cry'd Rothſay's heir, - 
__ & Your mail-coat fall nocht byde 210 
The ſtrength and ſharpneſs of my dart:“ 
Then ſent it throuch his ſyde. 
Anither arrow weil he markt, 
It perc'd his neck in twa ; 
His hands then quat the ſilver reins, 21 5 
He law as eard did fa. 


Sair bleids my Liege, fair fair he bleids!“ 
Again with micht he drew, 
And geſture dreid, his ſturdy bow, 
Faſt the braid arrow flew : 229 
Wae to the knicht he ettled at, 
Lament now, Queen Elgreid, 
Hire dames to wail zour darling's fall, 
His zouth and comely meid. 


* Tak aff, tak aff his coſtly jupe, 225 
„(Of gold weil was it twyn'd, 

Knit lyke the fowler's net, throuch quhilk 

| « His ſteily harneſs ſhyn'd), 

* Tak Norſe that gift frae me, and bid 
Him venge the bluid it wears ;. 2:30 

“ Sae, if he face my bended bow, 

He ſure nae weapon feirs.“ 


0 Proud Norſe with giant body tall, . 
Braid thoulder and arms ſtrong, 
Cry'd, © Quhair is Hardyknute ſae fam'd, 235 


And feir'd at Briton's throne ? 
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„ Tho? Britons tremble at his name, 
1 ſune fall mak him wail, 
1 « That eir my ſword was made ſae ſharp, 
« Sae ſaft his coat of mail.” 240 


That brag his ſtout heart coud na byde, 
It lent him zouth fou micht; 
„ I'm Hardyknute. This day,” he cry'd, 
* To Scotland's king I hecht. 
To lay thee law, as horſe's hufe ; 245 
My word I mean to keip.“ 
Syne with the firſt dint eir he ſtrake, 
He garr'd his body bleid. 


Norſe ene like gray goſechauk ſtair'd wyld, 
He ficht wi ſhame and ſpyte; 250 
% Diſgrac'd is now my far-fam'd arm, 
++ That left thee power to ſtryke:“ 
Syn gaif his head a blaw ſae fell, 
It made him down to ſtoup, 
Sae law as he to ladies uſit 255 
In courtly guiſe to lout, : 


Full ſoon he rais'd his bent body, 
His bow he marvell'd fair, 
Sen blaws till then on him but darr'd 
As touch of Fairly fair : 260 
Norſe ferlit too as ſair as he, ö 
To ſee his ſtately luke; 
Sae ſune as eir he ſtrake a fae, 
Sac ſune his lyfe he tuke. 
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Quhair, like a fyre to hether let, 265 
Bauld Thomas did advance, 
A fturdy fae, with luke enrag'd, 
Up towards him did prance; 
He ſpurr'd his ſteid throw thickeſt ranks, 
The hardy zouth to quell, 278 
Quha ſtude unmovit at his approach, ” 


His furie to repel. 


© That ſchort brown ſhaft ſae meanly trim'd, 
* Lukes lyke poor Scotland's gier 

© But driedfu ſeims the ruſty point !” 275 
and loud he leuch in jeir. 

© Aft Briton's blude has dimm'd its ſchyne ; 
Its poynt cut ſchort their vaunt:“ 

Syne plerc'd the boſter's bearded chiek; 
Nae tyme he tuke to taunt. 280 


Schort quhyle he in his ſadill ſwang, 
His ſtirrup was nae ſtay; | 
Sae feible hang his unbent knee, 
Sure taken he was fey : 
Swith on the harden'd clay he fell, 285 
Richt far was heard the thud 
But Thomas luk'd not as he lay 
All waltering in his blude. 


Wi cairles geſture, mind unmov'd, 
On raid he north the plain; 290 
He ſeim in peace or fierceſt ſtryfe, f 
Ay reckleſs and the ſame; 
A 6 


ung” — Iu RN 
Aw... 


IS , SCOTS SONGS, 


Nor zit his heart dames dimpel'd chiek 
Could meiſe ſaft luve to bruik, 

Till vengeful Ann return'd his ſcorn, 
Then languid grew his luke. 


In thraws of death, wi wallow't cheik, 
All panting on the plain, | 
The bleiding corps of warriors lay, 
Neir to aryſe again: 
Neir to return to native land, 
Nae mair wi blythſom ſounds 
To boaſt the glories of that day, 
And ſchaw their ſhynand wounds. 


There on a lee, quhair ſtands a croſs, 
; Set up for monument, | 
Thouſands fu ferce that ſummer's day 
Fill'd kene Wars black intent. 
Let Scots, quhile Scots, praiſe Hardyknute, 
Let Norſe the name ay dried: 
Ay how he faucht, aft how he ſpair'd, 
Sal lateſt ages reid. 


On Norway's coaſt the widow't dame 
May waſh the rocks. wi teirs, 

May lang luke owre the ſchiples ſeis 
Before hir mate appeirs. 

Ceiſe, Emma, ceiſe to hope in vain ; 
Thy Lord lyis in the clay ; 

The valziant Scots nae rievers thole 
To carry lyfe away. 
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Loud and chill blew the weſtlin wind, 
Sair beat the heavy ſhowir, 
Mirk grew the nicht, eir Hardyknute 
Wan neir his ſtately towir. 
His towir that us'd with torches bleiſe 325 
To ſhyne ſae far at nicht, 


Seem'd now as black as mourning weid; 
Nae marvel fair he fich'd. 


« 'Thair's nae licht in my lady's bowir, 
« 'Thair's nae licht in my ha; 330 
« Nae blink ſchynes round my Fairly fair, 
„Nor ward ſtands on my wa. 
“ Quhat bodes it? Robert----Thomas, ſay ?”--.. 
Nae anſwer fits their dried. 
« Stand back, my ſons, I'll be zour gyde:“ 335 
But by they paſt wi ſpeid. 4 


As faſt I ha ſped owr Scotland's faes 
There ceis'd his brag of weir, | 
Sair ſham'd to mind. ocht but his dame, 
And maiden Fairly fair. 349 
Black feir he felt, but wha to feir 
He wiſt nae yet wi dreid : 
Sair ſhuke bis body, ſair his limbs, 
And a' the warriour flied. 
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PART II. 


« RRETrUxx, return, ye men of bluid, 
« And bring me back my chylde!“ 
A dolefu voice frae mid the ha 
Reculd, wi echoes wylde. 
Beſtraught wi dule and dreid, nae pouir 5 
Had Hardyknute at a; 
Full thriſe he raught his ported ſpier, 
And thriſe he let it fa. 


O haly God, for his deir ſake, 
« Wha fav'd us on the rude” 

He tint his prater, and drew his glaive, a 
Yet reid wi Norland bluid. 

« Brayd on, brayd on, my ſtalwart ſons, 
« Grit cauſe we ha to feir ; 

« But ay the canny ferce contemn 15 
The hap they canna veir.““ | 


192 


“Return, return, ye men of bluid, 
And bring me back my chylde!“ 
The dolefu voice frae mid the ha 
Recul'd wi echoes wylde. 20 
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The ſtorm grew ryfe, throuch a the'lift 
The rattling thunder rang 


The black rain ſhour?d, and lichtning glent 


Their harniſine alang. 


What feir poſſeſt their boding breeſts 
Wuhan, by the gloomy glour, 

The caſtle ditch wi deed bodies 
They ſaw was fill'd out owr ! 

Quoth Hardyknute, “ I wold to Chryſte 
The Norſe had wan the day, 

„ Sac I had keipt at hame but anes, 
+ 'Thilk bluidy feats to ſtay.” 


Wi ſpeid they paſt, and ſyne they recht 
The baſe-courts ſounding bound; © 


Deip groans ſith heard, and throuch the mirk 35 


Luk'd wiſtfully around. 

Ihe moon, frae hind a fable cloud, 
Wi ſudden twinkle ſhane, 

Whan, on the caldriff eard, they fand 
The gude Sir Mordac layn. 


Beſprent wi gore, fra helm to ſpur, 
Was the trew-heartit knicht; 

Swith frae his ſteid ſprang Hardyknute 
Muv'd wi the heavy ſicht. 

« O ſay, thy maſter's ſheild in weir, 
« His ſawmen in the ha, 

What hatefu chance cold ha the pouir 
Jo lay thy eild ſae law!“ 
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To his complaint the bleiding knicht 


Return'd a piteous mane, 

And recht his hand, whilk Hardyknute 
Claucht ſtreitly in his ain: 

Gin eir ye ſee lord Hardyknute, 
Frae Mordac ye maun ſay, 

* Lord Draffan's treaſoun to confute 
He uſ'd his ſteddieſt fay.” 

He micht na mair, for cruel dethe 

Forbad him to proceid; 

* I vow to God, I winna ſleip 
„Till I fee Draffan bleid. 

My ſons, your ſiſter was owr fair: 
„But bruik he fall na lang 

„His gude betide ; my laſt forbode 
He'll trow belyve na ſang. 


*« Bown ye my eydent friends to kyth 
* To me your luve ſae deir ; 65 
© The Norſe? defeat mote weill perſuade 
Nae riever ye neid feir.“ 
The ſpeirmen wi a michty ſhout, 
Cry'd, © Saye our maſter deir ! 
& While he dow beir the ſway bot care 70 
„Nae riever we fall feir.“ 


Return, return, ye men of bluid, 
« And bring me back my chylde !' 
'The dolefu voice frae mid the ha 
Recul'd wi echoes wylde. 75 


I] am to wyte, my valiant friends: 
And to the ha they ran; 


The ſtately dore full ſtreitly ſeiked- 
Wi iron voltis thrie ey fand. 


The ſtately dore, thouch ſtreitly fteiked | be 
Wi waddin iron boltis thrie,. | 
Richt ſune his might can ently gar 
Frae aff its hinges flie. 
+ Whar ha ye tane my dochter deir ? - * * 
Mair wold I ſee her deid, 35 
* Than ſee her in your bridal bed, | 
For a your portly meid. 


* What thouch my gude and valiant lotd 
* Ly ſtretcht on the cauld clay? x 
„My ſons the dethe may ablins ſpair 90 
+ To wreak their fiſter's wae.” 
Sae did ſhe crune wi heavy cheir, 
Hyt luiks, and bleirit eyne; ory 54 
Then teirs firſt wet his manly cheik 
And ſnowy baird bedeene. | 95 


Na riever here, my dame ſae deir, 
But your leil lord you ſee; 
« May hieſt harm betide his life 
«* Wha brocht fic harm on thee ! 
* Gin anes ye may believe my word, 100 
Nor am I uſ 'd to lie, 
% By day- prime he or Hardyknute 
The bluidy death ſhall die.“ 
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'The ha, whar late the linkis bricht 
Sae gladſum ſhin'd at een, 

Whar penants gleit a gowden bleiſe 
Our knichts and ladys ſhene, 


Was now ſae mirk, that, throuch the bound, 


Nocht mote they wein to ſee 
Alſe throuch the ſouthren port the moon 
Let fa a blinkand glie. 


Are ye in ſuith my deir luv'd lord!“ 
Nae mair ſhe docht to ſay, 

But ſwounit on his harneſt neck 
Wi joy and tender fay. 

To ſee her in fic balefu ſort, 
Revived his felcouth feirs ; _ 

But ſune ſhe raif 'd her comely luik, 
And ſaw his fa'ing tears. 


„Ve are nae wont to greit wi wreuch, 
“Grit cauſe ye ha I dreid; 

“ Hae a our ſons their lives redem'd 
„ Frae furth the dowie feid ? 

“ Saif are our valiant ſons, ye ſee, 
„But lack their ſiſter deir ; 

„When ſhe's awa, bot any doubt, 
We ha grit cauſe to feir.“ 


« Of a our wrangs, and her depart, 
« Whan ye the ſuith fall heir, 
Na marvel that ye ha mair cauſe, 

„Than ye yit weit, to feir. 
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O wharefore heir yon feignand knicht 


„Wi Mordac did you ſend? 
« Ye ſuner wald ha perced his heart, 
Had ye his ettling kend.“ | 


© What may ye mein my peirles dame? 
{© That knicht did muve my ruthe 

« We balefu mane ; I didna doubt 
His curteſie and truthe. 

« He maun ha tint wi ſma renown 
« His life in this fell relief ; 

« Richt fair it grieves that he heir 
„Met ſic an ill relief.” 


Quoth ſhe, wi teirs that down her cheiks 


Ran like a ſilver ſhouir, 
„May Rill befa the tide that brocht 
That fauſe knicht to our tour: 
Ken ye na Draffan's lordly port, 
* Thouch cled in knichtly graith, 
&« 'Tho hidden was his hautie luik, 
The viſor black benethe ? 


* Now, as I am a knicht of weir, 
I thocht his ſeeming trew; 

“But, that he ſae deceived my ruthe, 
„Full fairly he fall rue.“ 

„Sir Mordac to the ſounding: ha 
Came w1 his cative fere 

„My ſire has ſent this wounded knicht 
Jo pruve your kyndlie care, 
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« Your fell maun watch him a the day, 166 
«© Your maids at deid of night; 
© And Fairly fair his heart maun cheir 
« As ſhe ſtands in his ſicht.“ 
Ne ſuner was Sir Mordac gane, 
Than up the featour ſprang 3” 165 
« The luve alſe o your dochtir deir, 
« I feil na ither pang. 


« Tho Hardyknute lord Draffan's ſuit 
KRefuſ'd wi mickle pryde ; 
« By his gude dame and Fairly fair 170 
Let him not be deny'd.” 
© Nocht muvit wi the cative's ſpeech, 
„Nor wi his ſtern command; 
« I treaſoun ! cry'd, and Kenneth's blade 
„“Was gliſterand in his hand. 175 


My ſon lord Draffan heir you ſee, 
* Wha means your ſiſter's fay 

* To win by guile, when Hardyknute 
“ Strives in the irie frae.“ 

« Turn thee ! thou riever Baron, turn!“ 180 
„ Bauld Kenneth cry'd aloud; 

« But, ſune as Draffan ſpent his glaive, 
„My fon lay in his bluid.“ 


% did nocht grein that bluming face 
„That dethe ſae ſune fold pale; 18 5 | 
« Far leſs that my trew luve, throuch me, 
Her brither's death fold wail. 
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« But ſyne ye ſey our force to prive, 
„Our force we fall ye ſhaw !” 


* Syne the ſhrill-ſounding horn bedeen 


« He tuik frae down the wa. 


* Fer the portculie could be flung, 
« His kyth the baſe-court fand; 


When ſcantly o their count a teind 


„Their entrie might gainſtand. 


Kicht ſune the raging rievers ſtude 


At their fauſe maſter's ſyde, 
* Wha, by the haly maiden, ſware, 
Na harm ſold us betide. 


What ſyne befel ye weil may gueſs, 


« Reft to our eilds delicht.” 


We ſall na lang be reft; by morne 


„ Sall Fairly glad your ſicht. 
Let us be gane, my ſons, or now 
Our meny chide our ſtay ; 


% Fareweil my dame; your dochter's luve 


Will ſune cheir your effray.“ 


Then pale pale grew her teirfu cheik; 


Let ane o my ſons thrie 


** Alane gyde this emprize, your eild 


© May ill ſic travel drie. 


O whar were I, were my deir lord, 


And a my ſons, to bleid ! 
Better to bruik the wrang than ſac 
* To wreak the hie miſdede. “ 
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The gallant Rothſay roſe bedeen 
His richt of age to pleid 
And Thomas ſhawd his ſtrenthy ſpeir 
And Malcolm mein'd his ſpeid. 
„My ſons, your ſtryfe I gladly ſee, 
« But it fall neir be ſayne, 
% That Hardyknute ſat in his ha, 
And heird his fon was ſlayne. 


« My lady deir, ye neid na feir; 
The richt is on our ſyde :” 
Sane riſing with richt frawart haſte 
Nae parly wald he byde. 
The lady ſat in heavy mude, 
Their tunefu march to heir, 
While, far ayont her ken, the ſound 
Na mair mote roun her eir. 


O ha ye ſein ſum glitterand towir, 
We mirrie archers crown'd, 

Wha vauat to ſee their trembling fae 
Keipt frac their country's bound? 
Sic auſum ſtrenth ſhawd Hardyknute; 

Sic ſeim'd his flatcly meid ; 
Sic pryde he to his meny bald, 
Sic feir his faes he gied. 


Wi glie they paſt our mountains rude, 
Our muirs and moſles weit; 

Sune as they ſaw the rifing ſun, 
On Draffan's touris it gleit. 
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O Fairly bricht I marvel fair 
That featour e'er ye lued, 


Whaſe treaſoun wrocht your father's bale, . 


And ſhed your brither's blude ! 


The ward ran to his youthfu lord, 
Wha ſleipd his bouir intill: , . 

© Nae time for ſleuth, your raging faes 
Far doun the weſtlin hill. 

% Aud, by the libbard's gowden low 
In his blue banner braid, - 

That Hardyknute his dochtir ſeiks, 
„And Draffan's dethe, I rede.“ 


© Say to my bands of matchleſs micht, 
„% Wha camp law in the dale, 
© To bulk their arrows for the fecht, 
„ And ſtreitly gird their mail. 
*« Syne meit me here, and wein to find 
© Nae jult or turney play 
% Whan Hardyknute braids to the field, 
War bruiks na lank delay.” 8 
His halbrik bright he brac'd bedeen; 
Fra ilka ſkaith and harm 
Securit by a warlike auld, 
Wi mony a fairy charm. 
A ſeimly knicht cam to the ha: 
Lord Draffen I thee braive, 
% Frae Hardyknute my worthy lord, 
Jo fecht wi ſpeir or glave.“ 
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& Your hautie lord me braves in vain 
« Alane his might to prive, 
% For wha, in ſingle feat of weir, 
« Wi Hardyknute may ftrive ? 
« But fith he meins our ſtrenth to ſey, 
{ On caſe he ſune will find, 
« 'That thouch his bands leave mine in ire, 
In force they're far behind. 


« Yet cold I wete that he wald yield 
„To what bruiks nae remeid, 

&« I for his dochter wald nae hain 
& To ae half o my ſteid.“ 

Sad Hardyknute apart frae a 
Leand on his birniſt ſpeir; 

And, whan he on his Fairly deim'd, 
He ſpar'd nae ſich nor teir. 


+ What meins the felon cative vile? 
© Bruiks this reif na remeid ? 
« I ſcorn his gylefu vows, ein though = 
They recht to a his ſteid.“ | 
Bound was lord Draffan for the fecht, 
Whan lo! his Fairly deir 
Ran frae her hie bouir to the ha 
Wi a the ſpeid of feir. 


Ein as the rudie ſtar of morne 
Peirs throuch a cloud of dew, 
Sae did ſhe ſeim, as round his neck 

Her ſnawy arms ſhe threw, 
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© O why, O why, did Fairly wair 
On thee her thouchtleſs luve ? 
© Whaſe cruel heart can ettle aye 
„Her father's dethe to pruve :* 


And firſt he kiſs'd her bluming cheik, 
And ſyne her boſom deir; 

Than ſadly ſtrade athwart the ha, 
And drap'd ae tendir teir. 

« My meiny hide my words wi care, 


Gin ony weit to ſlay % 


Lord Hardyknute, by hevin I ſwear 
Wi lyfe he fall nae gae.” 

My maidens, bring my bridal gowne, 

„ little trewd yeſtrene, 

Jo rife frae bonny Draffan's bed, 
His bluidy dethe to ſene.“ 

Syne up to the high baconie 
She has gane wi a her train, 

And ſune ſhe ſaw her ſtalwart lord 
Attain the bleiſing plain. 


Owr Neithan's weily ſtreim he far'd 
Wi ſeeming ire and pride | 

His blaſon, gliſterand owr his helm, 
Bare Allan by his ſyde. 

Richt ſune the bugils blew, and lang 
And bludy was the fray ; 

Eir hour of nune, that elric tyde, 
Had hundreds tint their day, 
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Like beacon bright at deid of night, 
The michty chief muv'd on; 
His baſnet, bleiſing to the ſun, 
We deidly lichtning ſhone. 
Draffan he ſocht, wi him at anes 
Jo end the cruel ſtryfe ; ' 


But aye his ſpeirmen thranging round 
Forfend their leider's lyfe. 
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The winding Clyde wi valiant bluid 
- Ran reiking mony a mile; 
Few ſtude the faught, yet dethe alane 349 
Cold end their irie toil. | 
« Wha flie, I vow, fall frae my ſpcir 
© Receive the dethe they dreid !?” 
Cry'd Draffan, as alang the plain 
He ſpurr'd his bluid-red Reid. | F 


Up to him ſune a knight can prance, 345 
A graith'd in filver mail: 

og "BY have I fought thee throuch the field, 

„This lance will tell my tale.” 

Rude was the fray, till Draffan's {kill 


O'ercame his youthfu micht; 350 
Perc'd throuch the vilor to the eie ; 

Was ſlayne the comely knicht. B. 
The viſor on the ſpeir was deft, & ( 

And Draffan Malcolm ſpeid; 1 
& Ye ſhould your vanted ſpeid this day, 355 « 4 


e And not your ſtrenth, ha ſey'd.“ | ; 
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e Cative, awa ye maun na flie,”” 
Stout Rothſay cry'd bedeen, 

© Till, frae my glaive, ye wi ye beir 
© The wound ye fein'd yeſtrene.“ 


Mair o your kins bluid ha I ſpilt 
Than I docht ever grein 

« See Rothſay whar your brither lyes 
« In dethe afore your eyne.” 

Bold Rothſay cry'd wi lion's rage, 
O hatefu curſed deid! 

“ Sae Draffan ſeiks our ſiſter's luve, 
<0 Nor feirs far ither meid!“ 


Swith on the word an arrow cam 
Frae ane o Rothſay's band, 

And ſmote on Draffan's lifted targe ; 
Syne Rothſay's ſplent it fand. 

Perc'd throuch the knie to his fierce ſteid, 
Wha pranc'd wi egre pain, 

The chief was forc'd to quit the ſtryfe, 
And ſeik the nether plain. 


His minſtrals there wi dolefu care 
The bludy ſhaft withdrew; 
But that he ſae was barr'd the fight, 
Hair did the leider rue, 
** Cheir ye my mirrie men,” Draffan cry'd 
Wi meikle pryde and glie; 
** The praiſe is ours; nae chieftan bides 
++ Wi us to bate the grie.“ 
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That hauty boaſt heard Hardyknute, 


Whar he lein'd on his ſpeir, 


Sair weiried wi the nune tide heat, 


And toilſum deids of weir. 


The firſt ſicht, when he paſt the thrang, 


< Wold hevin that dethe my eild had tan 
And thy youtheid had ſpar'd! 


ec 


Was Malcolm on the ſwaird : 


Draffan I ken thy ire, but now | 
„Thy micht I mein to fee.” 


But eir he ſtrak the deidly dint, 
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Thy ſyre was on his knie. 
Lord Hardyknute, ſiryke gif ye may, 
“I neir will ſtryve wi thee; 


& Forfend your dochter fee you ſlayne 


„ Frae whar ſhe fits on hie! 


Veſtrene the prieſt in haly band 
Me join'd wi Fairly deir; 

For her ſake, let us part in peace, 

« And,neir meet mair in weir.“ 

Oh king of hevin, what ſeimly ſpeech 
* A featour's lips can ſend! 

And art thou he wha baith my ſons 

« Brocht to a bluidy end? 


Haſte, mount thy ſteid, or I all licht, 
And meit thee on the plain; 


For, by my forbere's ſaul, we neir 
Gall part till ane be ſlayne,” 
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« Now mind thy aith,“ ſyne Draffan ſtout 
To Allan loudly cry'd, 

Wha drew the ſhynand blade bot dreid, 415 
And perc'd his maſter's ſyde. 


Law to the bleiding eard he fell, 
And dethe ſune clos'd his ein. 
“ Draffan, till now, I did na ken | 
„Thy dethe cold muve my tein. 4120 
i« I wold to Chryſte, thou valiant youth, 
Thou wert in life again | 
6“ May ill befa my ruthleſs wrauth , 
«© That brocht thee to fic pain! 


« Fairly, anes a my joy and pryde, 425 
«© Now a my grief and bale, 
« Ye maun wi haly maidens byde 


2 
© Your deidly faut to wail 
% To Icolm beir ye Draffan's corſe, 
„And dochter anes ſae deir, 430 
„ Whar ſhe may pay his heidles luve 
Wi mony a mournfu teir.“ 
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GIL MORRICE, 


Gn. Mongtor was an erle's ſon, 

His name it waxed wide: 

It was nae for his great riches, 
Nor zet his meikle pride; 

Hot it was for a lady gay, 

That liv'd on Carron ſide. 


Quhair fall I get a bonny boy, 
That will win hoes and ſhoen ; 
That will gae to Lord Barnard's ha', 
And bid his lady cum? 
And ze maun rin errand, Willie, 
And ze maun rin wi ſpeed ; 
Quhen other boys gae on their foot, 
On horſeback ze ſall ride. 


Oh no! oh no! my maſter dear! 
J dar nae for my life; 
I'll no gae to the bauld baron's, 
For to trieſt furth his wife. 
My bird Willie, my boy Willie; 
My dear Willie, he ſayd: 
How can ze ſtrive againſt the ſtream? 


For I {all be obey d. 
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But, O my maſter dear! he cry'd, 
In grene wod ze're zour lain 


Gi owre fic thochts, I wald ze rede, 


For fear ze ſhould be tain. 
Haſte, haſte, I ſay, gae to the ha', 
Bid hir cum here wi' ſpeid: 
If ze refuſe my high command, 
I'll gar zour body bleid, 


Gae bid hir tak this gay mantel, 
"Tis a' gowd but the hem; 

Bid hir cum to the gude grene wode, 
And bring nane but hir lain: 

And there it is, a filken ſarke, 
Hir ain hand ſew'd the ſlieve; 

And bid hir come to Gil Morrice; 
Spier nae bauld baron's leave. 


Yes, I will gae zour black errand, 
Tho? it be to zour coſt ; 

Sen ze by me will nae be warn'd, 
In it ze ſall find froſt. 

The baron he's a man of might, 
He neir could bide to taunt, 

As ze will ſee before its night, 
How ſ{ma? ze hae to vaunt. 


And ſen I maun zour errand rin 
Sae fair againſt my will, 
I'ſe mak a vow and keip it trow, 


It fall be done for ill. 
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And when he came to Broken Brigne, 
He bent his bow'and ſwam ; 

And when he came to graſs growing, 
Set down his feet and ran. 


And when he cam to Barnard's ha?, 
Would neither chap nor ca? ; 

Bet ſet his bent bow to his brieſt, 
And lightly lap the wa'. 

He wadna tell the man his errand, 
Tho' he ſtude at the gait; 

Bot ſtraight into the ha' he cam, 
Quhair they were ſet at meit. 


Hail: Hall! my gentle fire and dame! 
My meſſage winna waite; 
Dame, ze maun to the gude grene wod 
Before that it be late. 
Ze're bidden tack this gay mantel, 
Tis a? gowd bot the hem: 
Zou maun gae to the gude grene wod, 
Ev'n by yourſel alane. 


And there it is, a ſilken ſarke, 
Your ain hand ſew'd the ſlieve; 

Ze maun gae ſpeik to Gil Morrice ; 
Spear nae bauld baron's leive. 

The lady ſtamped wi' hir foot, 
And winked wr hir ee; 

Bot a' that ſhe cou'd ſay or do, 
Forbidden he wad nae bee. 
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It's ſurely to my bow'r- woman; 
It neir could be to me. , 80 
I brought it to Lord Barnard's lady ; | 
I trow that ze be ſhe. 
Then up and ſpack the wylie nurſe, 
(The bairn upon her knee), 
If it be cum from Gil Morrice, $5 
Its dear welcum to mee. 


Ze leid, ze leid, ze filthy nurſe, 
Sae loud's I heire ze lee; 
I brought it to Lord Barnard's lady; 
I trow ze be nae ſhee. 99 


Then up and ſpack the bauld baron, 
An angry man was hee ; 

He's tain the table wi' his foot, 
Sae has he wi' his knee; 

Till filyer cup and ezar diſh 95 
In flinders he gard flee. | | 


Gae bring a robe of zour cliding, 
That hings upon the pin; 
And I'll gae to the gude grene wode, 
And ſpeik wi' zour lemman. | 100 
O bide at hame, now Lord Barnard, 
I ward ze bide at hame ; 
Neir wyte a man for violence, 
That neir wyte ze wi' nane. 
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Gil Morrice fat in gude grene wode, 105 
He whiſtled and he ſang: 
O what means a' the folk coming ? 
þ My mother tarries lang. 
His hair was like the threds of gowd, 
Drawn from Minerva's loome : DEP 
His lips like roſes drapping dew, | 
His breath was a perfume. 


His brow was like the mountain ſna 
Gilt by the morning beam ; 
His cheiks like living roſes glow : 115 
His een like azure ſtream. 
The boy was clad in robes of grene, 
Sweet as the infant ſpring: 
And like the Mavis on the buſh, 
He gart the vallies ring. 120 


The baron came to the grene wode, 
Wi' muckle dule and care, 
And there he firſt ſpied Gil Morrice, 
| Kaiming his zellow hair, 
That ſweetly waved round his face, 125 
That face beyond compare: | 
He ſang ſae ſweet ; it might dilpel 
A' rage but fell deſpair. 


Nae wonder, nae wonder, Gil Morrice, 4 
My lady loed thee weel : 130 
The faireſt part of my body | I 


Is blacker than thy heel. 
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5 Zet zeir the-leſs now, Gil Morrice, 
For a' thy great bewty, 
Ze's rew the day ze eir was born; 135 . 
"That head fall gae wi' me. 


O Now he has drawn his truſty brand, 
And ſlaited on the ſtrae; 
And thro? Gil Mortice? fair body 
He's gard cauld iron gae. 140 
And he has tain Gil Morrice? head, 
Aud ſet it on a ſpeir : 
Ty The meaneſt man in a' his train 
Has gotten that head to bear. 


And he has tain Gil Morrice up, I45 
Laid him acroſs his ſteid, 
20 And brought him to his painted bow'r, 
And laid him on a bed. 
The lady ſat on caſtil wa', 
Beheld baith dale and doun, <q + MM 
And there ſhe ſaw Gil Morrice? head 


Cum trailing to the toun. 


Far better I loe that bluidy head, 
Bot and that zellow hair, 
Than Lord Barnard and a' his lands, 155 
As they lig here and thair. 
And ſhe has tain her Gil Morrice, 
And kiſs'd baith mouth and chin: 
I was ance as fow of Gil Morrice 
As the hip is o' the ſtean, „ 
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I got ze in my father's houſe, 
Wi' mickle fin and ſhame ; 

I brocht ze up in gude grene wode, 
Under the heavy rain: 

Oft have I by thy craddle ſitten, 
And fondly ſeen thee ſleip; 

Bot now I gae about thy grave, 
The ſaut teirs for to weip. 


And ſyne ſhe kiſs'd his bluidy cheik, 
And ſyne his bluidy chin : 

O better I loe my Gil Morrice 
Than a' my kith and kin! 

Away, Away, ze ill woman, 
And an ill deith mait ze dee: 

Gin I had kend he'd been zour ſon, 
He'd neir been ſlain for mee. 


Obraid me not, my Lord Barnard ! 
Obraid me not for ſhame ! 


WY that ſame ſpeir O pierce my heart! 


And put me out o' pain. 


Since naething but Gil Morrice' head 


Thy jealous rage could quell, 
Let that ſaim hand now tack hir life 
That neir to thee did ill. 


To me nae after days nor nichts 
Will eir be ſaft or kind; 

P11 fill the air with heavy ſighs, 
And greet till I am blind, 


165 


170 


175 


180 


8 scors SONGS. 
Enouch of bluid by me's bin ſpilt, 


Seek not zour death frae mee; 
I rather lourd it had been myſel 
Than eather him or thee. 


Wich waefou wae J hear zour plaint ; 
Sair, fair I rew the deid, 

That eir this curfed hand of mine 
Had gard his body bleid. 

Dry up zour tears, my winſom dame, 
Ze neir can heal the wound; 

Ze ſce his head upon the ſpeir, 


His heart's blude on the ground. 85 


I curſe the hand that did the deid, 
The heart that thocht the ill; 
The feit that bore me wi' fic ſpeid, 

The comely zouth to kill. 
I'll ay lament for Gil Morrice, 
As gin he were my ain; 
I'll neir forget the driery day 
On which the zouth was ſlain, 
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EDOM O' GORDON, 


I. fell about the Martimas, 

Qahen the wind blew ſchrill and cauld, 
Said Edom o' Gordon to his men, 

We maun draw to a hauld : 


And what a hauld ſall we draw to, 5 
My merry men and me ? 

We waul gae to the houſe o' the Rhodes, 
To ſee that fair ladiez 


The ladie ſtude on her caſtle wa', 
Beheld baith dale and down ; | 10 
| There ſhe was ware of a hoſt of men 
= Cum ryding towards the toun. 


O ſee ze not, my mirry men a? ? 
O fee ze not quhat I ſee ? 

Methinks I ſee an hoſt of men: 15 
I merveil quhat they be. 


She weend it had been hir luvely lord, 
As he came riding hame ; 
It was the traitor Edom o' Gordon, 


Quha reckt nae ſin nor ſhame, 20 
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She had nae ſooner buſkit herſel, 
And putten on her goun, 

Till Edom o' Gordon and his men 
Were round about the toun. 


They had nae ſooner ſupper ſett, 
Nae fooner ſaid the grace, 

Till Edom o' Gordon and his men 
Were light about the place. „ 


Ihe lady ran up to hir towir head, 
Sae fait as ſhe could drie, 30 
To fee if by hir fair ſpeeches 


She could wi' him agree. 


But quhan he ſee this lady ſaif 
And hir yates all locked faſt, 

He fell into a rage of wrath, 35 
And his hart was all aghaſt. 


Cum down to me, ze lady gay, 
Cum doun, come doun to me : 

This night fall ye lig within mine arms, 
To-morrow my bride fall be. 40 


I winnae cum doun, ze fals Gordon, 
I winnae cum doun to thee ; 

I winnae forſake my ain dear lord, 
That is ſae far frae me; 


Give owre zour houſe, ze lady fair, 28 
Give owre zour houle to me, 
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Or I fall brenn yourſel therein, 
Bot and zour babies three. 


I winnae give owre, ze fals Gordon, 

To nae ſic traitor as zee; 

Aud if ze brenn my ain dear babes, 
My Lord fall make ze drie. 


But reach my piſtol, Glaud, my man, 
And charge ze weil my gun: 

For, but if I pierce that bluidy butcher, 
My babes we been undone. 


She ſtude upon hir caſtle wa, 
And let twa bullets flee : 

She miſt that bluidy butcher's hart, 
And only raz'd his knee. 


Set fire to the houſe, quo? fals Gordon, 
All wood wi' dule and ire: 

Fals lady, ze fall rue this deid, 
As ze brenn in the fire. 


Wae worth, wae worth ze, Jock my man, 

I paid ze weil zour fee; 

Quhy pow ze out the ground-wa ſtane, 
Lets in the reek to me? 


And een wae worth ze, Jock my man, 
I paid ze well zour hire: 
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Quhy pow ze out the ground-wa ſtane, 


To me lets in the fire ? 


Ze paid me weil my hire, lady 
Ze paid me weil my fee: 

But now I'm Edom o' Gordon's man, 
Maun either doe or die, 


O than beſpak hir little ſon, 
Sate on the nourice? knee : 

Says, mither dear, gi owre this houſe, 
For the reek it ſmithers me, 


I wad gie a' my gowd, my childe, 
Sae wad I a' my fee, 

For ane blaſt o' the weſtlin wind, 
To blaw the reek frae thee. 


O then beſpack hir dochtir dear, 
She was baith jimp and ſma : 

O row me in a pair o' ſheits, 
And tow me owre the wa. 


They rowd hir in a pair o' ſheits, 
And towd her owre the wa: 

But on the point of Gordon's ſpeir, 
She gat a deadly fa. 


O bonnie bonnie was her mouth, 
And cherry wer hir cheiks, 
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And clear clear was hir zellow hair, 
Whereon the reid bluid dreips. 


Then wi' his ſpear he turn'd hir owre, 
O gin her face was wan! 
He ſaid, ze are the firſt that eir 


I wiſht alive again. 


He turn'd her owre and owre again, 
O gin her ſkin was whyte ! 

I might ha ſpared that bonny face 
To hae been ſome man's delyte. 


Buſk and boun, my merry men a? 
For ill dooms I do guels ; 

I cannae luik in that bonnie face, 

As it lyes ou the graſs. 


Thame luiks to freits, my maſter deir, 
Then freits will follow thame : 

Let it neir be ſaid brave Edom o' Gordon 
Was daunted by a dame. . 


But quhen the ladye ſee the fire 
Cum flaming. owre hir head, 

She wept and kitt her children twain, 
Sayd, bairns, we been but dead. 


The Gorden then his bugil blew, 
And ſaid, awa', awa'; 
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This houſe o' the Rhodes is a' in flame, 120 
J hauld it time to ga. 


O then beſpied hir ain dear lord 
As he came owre the lee; 
He fied his caſtle all in blaze, 
Sae far as he could fee. 125 


Then fair, O fair his mind miſgave, 
And all his hart was wae: _ 

Put on, put on, my wighty men, 
Sac faſt as ze can gae 


Put on, put on, my wighty men, 130 
Sae faſt as ze can drie 

For he that is hindmoſt of the thrang, 
Sall neir get guide o' me. 


Than ſum they rade, and ſum they rin, 

Fou faſt out-owre the bent; ++ I 
But eir the foremoſt could get up, 

Baith lady and babes were brent. 


He wrang his hands, he rent his hair, 
And wept in teenefu' muid: 

O traitors, for this cruel deed 149 
Ze fall weip teirs o' bluid. 


And after the Gordon he 1s gane, 
dae fait as he micht drie; 
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And ſoon i' the Gordon's foul hartis bluid, 
He's wroken his dear ladie. I45 


JOHNIE ARMSTRANG. 


Dun ſpeiks of lords, ſum ſpeiks of lairds, 
And ſicklike men of hie degrie; 

Of a gentleman I ſing a ſang, 
Sumtyme cal'd Laird of Gilnockie. 

The king he wrytes a luving letter 5 
Wi' his ain hand ſae tenderlie, 

And he hath ſent it to Johny Armſtrang, 

To cum and ſpeik with him ſpeedily. 


The Elliots and Armſtrangs did convene ; 
They were a gallant companie : 10 
We'll ryde and meit our lawfull king, 
And bring him fafe to Gilnockie. 
Make kinnen and capon ready then, 
And veniſon in great plentie ; 
We'll welcum hame our royal king, 15 
I hope he'll dyne at Gilnockie. 


They ran their horſe on the Langum Hawn, 
And brake their ſpeirs with meikle main 
The ladys lukit frae their loft windows, 
God bring our men weil back again 29 
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Quhen Johny came before the King, 
With all his men ſae brave to ſee, 

The King he movit his bonnet to him, 
He weind he was a king as well as he, 


* 


May I find grace, my ſovereign Liege, 25 
Grace for my loyal men and me, 

For my name it is Johnie Armftrang, 
And ſubje& of zours, my Liege, ſaid he. 


Away, away, thou traytor flrang, 

Out of my ficht thou may}t ſune be, 30 
I grantit nevin a traytor*s lyfe, 

And now Ill not begin wi" thee. 


Grant me my lyfe, my Liege, my King, 
And a bonny gift I will gr to thee, 
Full four-and-twenty milk-whyt ſteids, 35 
Were a' foal'd in a zeir to me. 
['ll gie thee all theſe milk-whyt ſteids, 
That prance and nicher at a ſpeir, 
With as meikle gude Inglis gilt, 
As four of their braid backs dow beir. 40 


Away, away, thou traytor, &c. 1 


Grant me my lyfe, my Liege, my King, 
And a bonny gift I'll gie to thee, 
Gude four-and-twenty ganging mills, 
That gang throw a' the zeir to me, 45 
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Tt :ſe four-and-twenty mills complete, 
Sall gang for thee throw a' the zeir, 
And as meikle of gude reid quheit, 
As all thair happers dow to beir. 


Away, away, thou traytor, &c. 50 


Grant me my lyfe, my liege, my king, 
And a great gift I'll gie to thee, 

Bauld four and twenty fiſters ſons, 
Sall for the fecht tho? a? ſould flee 


Away, away thou traytor, &c. | 55 


Grant me my lyfe, my liege, my king, 

And a brave gift I'll gie to thee; 
All between heir and Neweaſtle town, 

Sall pay thair zeirly rent to thee. 


Away, away, thou traytor, &c. En 
Ze hed, ze lied now, king, he ſays, 
Althocht a king and prince ze be ; f 
For I luid naithing in all my lyſe, 
I dare well fay it, but honeſty : [ 
But a fat horſe and a fair woman, 65 
Twa bonny dogs to kill a deir ; p 


But Ingland ſuld haif fund me meil and mat 
Gif I had liv'd this hundred zeir. 
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Sche ſuld haif fund me meal and malt, 
And beef and mutton in all plentie 

But neir a Scots wyfe could haif ſaid, 
That eir I kaith'd her a pure file, 

To ſeik het water beneath cauld yce, 
Surely it is a great folie; 

J haif aſked grace at a gracleſs face, 
But there is nane for my men and me. 


But had I kend or I cam frae hame, 
How thou unkind wadit bene to me, 
I wad haif kent the border-ſyde, 
In ſpyt of all thy force and thee. 
Wiſt Ingland's king that I was tane, 
O gin a blyth man wad he be; 
Lor ance I flew his ſiſter's ſon, 
And on his >rieſt-bane brak a trie. 


John wore a girdle abut his middle, 
Imbroidred owre wi burning gold, 
Beſpangled wi the ſame mettle, 
Maiſt bewt:ful was to behold. 
Ther hang nine targats at Johnie's hat, 


And ilka ane worth thrie hundred pound: 


IVhat wants that knave that a king ſuld have, 
But the ſword of honour and the crown. 


O whar got thou theſe targats Johnie, 
That blint ſae brawly abune thy bree ! 

I gat them in the fild fechting, 
Quher, cruel king, thou durſt not be. 
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Had I my horſe and my harneſs gude, 
And ryding as I wont to be, 

It ſuld have been tald this hundred zeir, 100 
The meiting of my king and me. 


God be wi” thee, Kirſty, my brither, 
Lang live thou laird of Mangertoun 
Lang mayſt thou dwell on the border ſyde, 
Or thou ſe thy brither ryde up and doun : 105 
And God be wi thee, Kirſty, my ſon, 
Quhair thou ſits on thy nurſe's nee 
But an thou live this hundred zeir, 
Thy father's better thoult never be. 


Farweil, my bonny Gilnockhall, 110 
Quhair on Eſk fide thou ſtandeſt ſtout : 
Gif I had lieved but ſeven zeirs mair, 
I wuld haif gilt thee round about, 
John murdred was at Carlingrigg, 
And all his gallant companie ; 1175 
But Scotland's heart was neir ſo wae, 
To ſee ſae mony brave men die. 


Becauſe they ſav'd their country deir 
Frae Ingliſhmen ; nane were ſae bald, 

Quhyle Johnie liv'd on the border ſyde, 120 
Nane of them durſt cum neir his hald. 
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ZOUNG WATERS. 


A nour Zule, quhen the wind blew cule, 
And the round tables began, 

A? ! ther is cum to our king's curt 
Mony a well-favoured man. 


The Quein luikt owre the caſtle wa, 3 
Beheld baith dale and down, 

And then ſhe ſaw zoung Waters 

Cum ryding to the town. 


His footmen they did rin before, 
His horſemen rade behind, | . 
Ane mantel of the burning gowd ; 186 
Did keip him frae the wind. 


Gowden graith'd his horſe before, 
And $ller ſhod behind 

The horſe zoung Waters rade upon T5 
Was flecter than the wind, 


But then ſpack a wylie lord, 
Unto the queen ſaid he, 
tell me quha's the faireſt face 
Rides in the companie? 20 


50 SCOTS SONGS. 


I've ſeen lords, and I've ſeen lairds, 
And knights of high degree ; 

Bot a fairer face than zoung Waters 
Mine eyne did never ſee. 


Out then ſpack the jealous king, 
(And an angry man was he), 

O if he had been twice as fair, 
Zou might have excepted me. 


Zou're neither laird nor lord, ſhe ſays, 
Bot the king that weirs the crown ; 

Ther 1s not a knight in fair Scotland, 
But to thee maun bow down 


For a' that ſhe could do or ſay, 
Appeaſ'd he wadne be; 
But for the words that ſhe had ſaid, 


Zoung Water be maun die. 


They hae taen zoung Waters, and 
Put fetters on his feet; 

They hae taen zoung Waters, and 
Thrown him in dungeon deep. 


Aft I hae ridden thru Stirling towne 
In the wind bot and the weit, 

Bot I neir rade thru Stirling towne 
Wi fetters at my feit. 


Aft I hae ridden thru Stirling towne 
In the wind bot and the rain. 
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Bot I neir rade thru Stirling towne 
Neir to return again. 


They hae taen to the heiding hill 

His zoung ſon in his craddle. 5o 
And they hae taen to the heiding hill 

His horſe bot and his ſaddle. 


They hae taen to the heiding hill 
His lady fair to ſee. 


And for the words the queen had ſpoke, 55 
Zoung. Waters he did die. 


BONNY BARBARA ALLAN. 


I; was 1n and about the Martinmas time, 
When the green leaves were a falling, 
That Sir John Græme in the weft countrie 

Fell in love wi Barbara Allan. 


He ſent his man down thro? the town, 5 
To the place where ſhe was dwelling: 
O haſt and cum to my maſter dear, 


Gin ye be Barbara Allan. 


O hooly, hooly roſe ſhe up, 
To the place where he was lying, 10 
| C 2 
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And when ſhe drew the curtin by 
Young man, I think you're dying. 


O its I'm ſick, and very very ſick, 
And 'tis a' for Barbara Allan. 
O the better for me ye's never be, 


Tho' your heart's blood were a ſpilling. 


0 dinna ye mind, young man, ſaid ſhe, 


When ye was in the tavern a drinking, 


L 


That ye made the healths gae round and round, 


And flighted Barbara Allan ? 


He turn'd his face into the wa?, 
And death was with him dealing, 
Adieu, adieu, my dear friends a', 


And be kind to Barbara Allan, 


And ſlowly, ſlowly raiſe ſhe up, 
And ſlowly, ſlowly left him; 


And ſighing, ſaid, ſhe cou'd not ſtay, 
Since death of life had reft him. 


She had nae gane a mile but twa, 
When ſhe heard the deid-bell ringing, 
And ev'ry jow that the deid-bell geid, 


It cry'd, Woe to Barbara Allan! 


O mother, mother, mak my bed, 
O make it faſt and narrow; 
Since my luve died for me to-day, 

J'll die for him to-morrow, 
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BONNY EARL OF MURRAY. 


V. Highlands and ye Lawiands, 
Oh! where hae ye been ? 
They hae ſlain the Earl of Murray, 
And they hae laid him on the green! 
They hae, &c. F. 


Now wae be to thee, Huntly, 


And wherefore did you ſae? 

bade you bring him wi' you, 

But forbade you him to ſlay. 
1 badge, &c. | 10 


He was a bra gallant, 
And he rid at the ring; 
And the bonny Earl of Murray, 
Oh! he might hae been a king. 
And the, &. 15 


He was a bra gallant, 
And he play'd at the ba! 

And the bonny Earl of Murray 
Was the flower amang them a? 


And the, &c. 5 20 
C3. 
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He was a bra gallant, 
And he play'd at the gluve: 
And the bonny Earl of Murray, 
Oh! he was the queen's luve. 
And t! e, &c. : 


Oh ! lang will his lady 
Look o'er the caſtle Down, 

E*er ſhe ſee the Earl of Murray 
Cum ſounding through the town. 


THE YOUNG LAIRD OF OCHILTRIE. 


0 LISTEN, gude people, to my tale, 
Liſten to quhat I tell to thee, 

The king has taiken a poor priſoner, 
The wanton laird of Ochiltrie. 


Quhen news came to our guidly queen, 
She ſicht, and ſaid right mournfullie, 

O quhat will cum of lady Margaret, 
Qha beirs fic luve to Ochiltrie ? 


Lady Margaret tore hir yallow hair, 

Quhen as the queen told hir the faim : 10 
J wis that I had neir bin born, 

Nor neir had known Ochiltrie's naim. 
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Fie na, quoth the queen, that maunna be, 


Fie na, that maunna be ; 
I'll fynd ze out a better way 
To faif the lyfe of Ochiltrie. 


The queen ſche trippet up the ſtair, 
And lowly kneilt upon hir knie: 


The firſt boon quhich I cum to craive 


Is the life of gentle Ochiltrie. 


O if you had aſked me caſtels and towirs, 
| I wad hae gin thaim twa or thrie: 
Bot a' the monie in fair Scotland 


Winna buy the lyfe of Ochiltrie. 


The queen ſche trippet down the ſtair, 
And down ſche gaed richt mournfullie, 


It's a' the monie in fair Scotland 


Winna buy the lyfe of Ochiltrie. 


Lady Margaret tore her yallow hair, 
Quhen as the queen tald hir the ſaim; 
I'll tack a knife and end my lyfe, 
And be in the grave as ſoon as him. 


Ah ! na, fie ! na, quoth the queen, 
Fie ! na, fie! na, this maunna be; 
PII ſet ze on a better way 
To looſe and ſet Ochiltrie frie. 


The queen ſhe ſlippet up the ſtair, 
And ſche gaid up richt privatly, 
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And ſche has ſtoun the priſon-keys, 
And gane and ſet Ochiltrie frie. 


And ſches gien him a purſe of gowd, 
And another of whyt monie, 

Sches gien him twa piſtoles by's fide, 
Saying to him, ſhute quhen ze win frie. 


And quhen he cam to the queen's window, 
_ Quhaten a joyfou ſhute gae he! 

Peace be to our royal queen, 

. And peace be m her companie ! 


O quhaten a voice is that ? quoth the king, 
Quhaten a voice is that? quoth he, 

Quhaten a voice is that? quoth the king; 
I think its the voyce of Ochiltrie, 


Call to me a' my gaolours, 
Call thaim by thirtie and by thrie; 
Quhairfor the morn at twelve a clock 


Its hangit ſchall they ilk ane be. 


O didna ze ſend zour keyis to us? 
Ze ſent thaim be thirtie and be thrie, 
And wi them ſent a ſtrait command, 

Io ſet at large zoung Ochiltrie. 


Ah! na, fie ! na, quoth the queen, 
Fie, my dear luve : this maunna be: 

And iff ye're gawn to hang thaim a', 
Indeed ze maun begin wi me. 
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The tane was ſchippit at the pier of Lieth, 65 
The ither at the Queensferrie; 

And now the lady has gotten hir luve, 
The winſom laird of Ochiltrie. 


LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ANNET, 


Lonp Tromas and fair Annet . 0 
Sat a? day on a hill; | 
Whan nicht was cum, and ſun was ſett, 
They had not talkt their fill. 4 


Lord Thomas ſaid a word in jeſt, 5 
Fair Annet took it ill; 


A'! I wull never 9 
Againſt my ain friends wull. 

Gif ye wull never wed a wife, 
A wife wull neir wed yee. 


Zae he is hame to tell his mither, 
And knelt upon his knee: 


O rede, O rede, mither, he ſays, 
A gude rede gie to mee : 
O fall I tak the nut-browne bride, 15 
And let fair Annet bee? 
C 5. 
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The nut-browne bride has gowd and gear, 
Fair Annet, ſhe's gat nane; 
And the little bewtie fair Annet haes, * 
O it wull ſoon be gane! 20 
And he has till his brither gane : 
« Now, brither, rede ye mee ; 
A'! fall I marrie the nut-browne bride, 
And let fair Annet bee ? 


The nut-browne bride has oxen, brither, 25 
The nut-browne bride has kye ; 
] wad hae ye marrie the nut-browne bride, 


And caſt fair Annet bye. 


Her oxen may die i' the houſe, Billie, 
And her kye into the byre ; 
And I fall hae nacthing to myſell 
Bot a fat fadge by the fyre. 


And he has till his ſiſter gane: 


Now, ſiſter, rede ye me: 
or I marrie the nut-browne bride, ; 


nd ſet fair Annet free ? | 

Iſe rede ye take fair Annet, Thomas, \ 
And let the brown bride alane ; 

Leſt ye ſould figh, and ſay, alace ! : 


What is this we brought hame ? 


No, I wul tak my mither's counſel, 
And marrie me owt o' hand; 
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And I will tak the nut browne bride , 


Fair Annet may leive the land. 


Up then roſe fair Annet's father 


Twa hours or it wer day, 
And he is gane into the bower 
Wherein fair Annet lay. 


Riſe up, riſe up, fair Annet, he ſays, 


Put on your ſilken ſheene 


Let us gae to St. Marie's kirke, 


And ſee that rich wedden. 


My maides, gae to my dreſſing-roome, 


And dreſs to me my hair 


Whair-eir yee laid a plait before, 


dee yee lay ten times mair. 


My maides, gae to my dreſſing-roome, 


And dreſs to me my ſmoke; 


The one half is o' the holland fine, 


The other o' needle-work. 


The horſe fair Annet rade upon, 


He amblit like the wind, 
Wi' ſiller he was ſhod before, 
Wi' burning gowd behind. 


Four and twenty ſiller bells 
Wer a tied till his mane, 
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ww yae tift o' the norland wind, 


They tinkled ane by ane. 


Four and twenty gay gude knichts 
Rade by fair Annet's fide, 

And four and twenty fair ladies; 
As gin ſhe had been a bride. 


And when ſhe cam to Marie's kirke, 
She ſat on Marie's ſtean; 

The cleading that fair Annet had on, 
It ſkinkled in their een. 


And whan ſhe cam into the kirke, 
She ſkimmer'd like the ſun ; 
The belt that was about her waiſt 


Was a' wr pearles bedone. 


She ſat her by the nut brown bride, 
And hir een they wer ſae clear, 


Lord Thomas he clean forgat the bride, 
When fair Annet drew near. 


He had a roſe into his hand, 
He gae it kifles three, 

And reaching by the nut-brown bride, 
Laid it on fair Annet's knee. 


Up then ſpak the nut-browne bride, 
She ſpak wi' meikle ſpite ; 
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And whair gat ye that roſe-water 
That does mak yee ſae white? 


O I did get the roſe water 
Whair ye will neir get nane; 
For I did get that very roſe-water 
Into my mither's wame. 


The bride ſhe drew a long bodkin 
Frae out her gay head-gear, 

And ftrake fair Annet unto the heart, 
That word ſpak nevir mair. 


Lord Thomas ſaw fair Annet wex pale, 
And marvelit what mote be ; 
Bot whan he ſaw her dear heart's blude, | 


A? wood-wroth wexed hee. 


He drew his dagger that was ſae ſharp, 
That was ſae ſharp and meet, 

And drave it into the nut-browne bride, 
That fell deid at his feit. 


Now ſtay for me, dear Annet, he ſaid, 
Now ſtay, my dear, he cry'd ; | 

Then ſtrake the dagger untill his heart 
And fell deid by hir fide. 


Lord Thomas was buryd without kirk-wa"; 


Fair Annet within the quiere; 
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And o' the tane thair grew a birk, 115 
The other a bonny briere. 


And ay they grew, and ay they threw, 
As they wad tain be neare ; 
And by this ye may ken right weil, 
They wer twa luvers deare. 120 


SIR PATRICK SPENCE. 


Ts King ſits in Dumfermling toune, 
Drinking the blude-reid wine: 

O quhar wull I get a guid failor, 
To fail this ſchip of mine ? 


p and ſpak an eldern knicht, 5 
Sat at the king's richt kne: 
Sir Patrick Spence is the beſt ſailor, 
That ſails upon the ſe. 
The king has written a braid letter, 
And ſign'd it wi' his hand; 1e 
And ſent it to Sir Patrick Spence, 
Was walking on the ſand. 


The firſt line that Sir Patrick red, 
A loud lauch lauched he: 


SCOTS SONGS, 


The next line that Sir Patrick red, 
The teir blinded his ee. 


O quha 1s this has don this deid, 
This 111 deid don to me ; 

To ſend me out this time o' the zeir, 
To fail upon the ſe ? 


Mak haſte, mak haſte, my mirry men all, 


Our guid ſchip fails the morne. 
O ſay na ſae, my maſter deir, 
For I feir a deadlie ſtorme. 


Late late yeſtreen I ſaw the new moone 
Wi' the auld moone in her arme; 

And I feir, I feir, my deir maſter, 
That we will cum to harme. 


O our Scots nobles wer richt laith 
To weet their cork-heild ſhoone ; 

Bot lang or a' the play were play'd 
They wat thair heads aboone. 


O lang, lang, may thair ladies fit 
Wi' thair fans into thair hand, 

Or eir they ſe Sir Patrick Spence 
Cum failing to the land. 


O lang, lang, may thair ladies ſtand 
WY thair gold kems in their hair, 
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Waiting for thair ain deir lordes, 5 
For they'll {gthame nae mair. 
1 
Haff owre, haff owre to Aberdour, 
It's fiftie fadom deip: 
And thair lies guid Sir Patrick Spence, 
Wi' the Scots lordes at his feit. 
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SIR JAMES THE ROSE. 


O- all the Scottiſh northern chiefs 
Of his high warlike name, 

The braveſt was Sir James the Roſe, 
A knicht of meikle fame. 


His growth was as the tufted fir, 
That crowns the mountain's brow ; 

And waving o'er his ſhoulders broad, 
His locks of yallow flew. 


The chieftian of the brave clan Roſs, 
A firm undaunted band ; 

Five hundred warriors drew the ſword, 
Beneath his high command. 


In bloody fecht thrice had he food, 
Againſt the Engliſh keen; 
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E'er two and twenty op' ning ſpringss 


This blooming youth had ſeen. . 


The fair Matilda dear die lov'd, 
A maid of beauty rare; 

Even Marg ret on the Scottiſh throne, 
Was nevir half ſo fair. 


Lang had he woo'd, lang ſhe refus'd, 
Wi ſeeming ſcorn and pride; 

Yet aft her eyes confeſs'd the love, 
Her fearful words deny'd. 


At laſt ſhe bleſs'd his Daze faith, 
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Allow'd his tender chin Car oy * 


She vow'd to him her virgin . 
And own'd an equal flame. 


Her father, Buchan's cruel lord, 
Their paſſion diſapprov'd, 

And bade her wed Sir John the Greme, 
And leave the youth ſhe lov'd. 


Ae night they met, as they were wont, 
Deep in a ſhady wood, 

Where on a bank, beſide the burn, 
A blooming ſaugh-tree ſtood. 


Conceal'd among the under-wood, 
The crafty Donald lay, 
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The brother of Sir John the Graeme, 
To hear what they would ſay. 


When thus the maid began; My fire 
Your paſſion diſapproves, 


And bids me wed Sir John the Graeme : 


So here muſt end our loves. 


My father's will wal be bey d, 
Nought boots me onhſsand 
Some fairer maid in beauty? bloom 

Muſt bleſs theeswi her hand. 


Matitda ſoon ſhall be forgot, 
And from thy mind defac'd : 
But may that happineſs be thine 

Which I can never taſte. 


What do I hear ? is this thy vow ? 
Sir James the Roſe reply'd ; 

And will Matilda wed the Græme, 
Though ſworn to be my bride ? 


His ſword ſhall ſooner pierce my hear 
Than reave me of thy charms. 

Then claſp'd her to his beating breaſt, 
Faſt lock'd into his arms. 


I fake to try thy love, ſhe ſaid ; 
Pl ne'er wed man but thee ; 
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My grave ſhall be my bridal bed, 
E'er Græme my huſband be. 
. 
Take then, dear youth, this faithful kiſs, 
In witneſs of my troth ; 


And every plague become my lot 
That day I break my oath: 


They parted thus: the fun was ſet: 
Up haſty Donald flies; 

And, turn thee, turn thee, beardleſs youth 
He loud inſulting cries. 


Soon turn'd about the fearleſs chief, . 
And ſoon his ſword he drew; 
For Donald's blade before his breaſt, 


Had pierc'd his tartans through. 


This for my brother's ſlighted love; 
* His wrongs ſit on my arm.“ 


Three paces back, the youth retir'd, 
And ſav'd himſelf frae harm. 


Returning ſwift, his hand he rear'd 
Frae Donald's head above. 

And thro' the brain and craſhing bones, 
His ſharp-edg'd weapon drove. | 


He ſtagg'ring reel'd; then tumbled down 
A lump of breathleſs clay: 
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So fall my foes, quo? valiant Roſe, 
And ſtately ſtrode away. 


Thro' the Green- wood he quickly hy'd 
Unto Lord Buchan's hall 

And at Matilda's window ſtood, 
And thus began to call : 


Art thou aſleep, Matilda dear ? 
Awake, my love, awake : 


Thy luckleſs lover on thee calls, 
A long farewell to take. 


For I have ſlain fierce Donald uns 3 ; 
His blood is on my ſword : 


And diſtant are my faithful 0 


Nor can aſſiſt their Lord. 


a N * a 
To Sky I'll now direct my way, 


Where my twa brothers bide, 
And raiſe the valiant of the Ifles 
To combat on my fide. 


O do not fo, the maid replies; 


With me till morning ftay : 
For dark and dreary is the night, 
And dangerous the way. 


All night I'll watch you in the park ; 
My faithful page I'll ſend, 
To run and raile the Roſe's clan, 


Their maſter to defend, 
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Beneath a buſh he laid him down, 
And wrapp'd him in his plaid, 
While trembling for her lover's fate 

At diſtance ſtood the maid. 


Swift ran the page o'er hill and dale, 
Till in a lowly glen 

He met the furious Sir John Græme 
With twenty of his men. 


Where go'ſt thou, little page? he ſaid, 
So late who did thee ſend? 

I go to raiſe the Roſe's clan, 
Their maſter to defend: 


For he hath ſlain fierce Donald Graeme ; 
His blood is on his ſword ; 

And far, far diſtant are his men; 
That ſhould aſſiſt their lord. 


And has he ſlain my brother dear? 
The furious Græœme replies. 
Diſhonour blaſt my name, but he 
By me e'er morning dies! 


Tell me where is Sir James the Roſe ? 
I will thee well reward, 

He ſleeps into Lord Buchan's park ; 
Matilda is his guard. 


They ſpurr'd their ſteeds in furious mood, 
And ſcour'd along the lee; 
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They reach'd Lord Buchan's lofty tow'rs 
By dawning of the day. 140 


Matilda ſtood without the gate; 
To whom thus Greme did ſay, 

Saw you Sir James the Roſe laſt night ? 
Or did he paſs this way ? 


Laſt day at noon, Matilda ſaid, 145 
Sir James the Roſe paſs'd by: 

He furious prick'd his ſweaty ſteed, 
And onwards faſt did hye: 


By this he 1s at Edinburgh 
If horſe and man hold good. 159 
Your page then lied, who ſaid he was 
Now ſleeping in the wood. 
4 | 6 
She wrung her hands, and tore her hair, 
Brave Roſe thou art betray'd, 
And ruin'd by thoſe means, ſhe cry'd, 155 
From whence I hop'd thine aid. 


By this the valiant knight awak'd, 
The virgia's ſhrieks he heard; 
And up he roſe, and drew his ſword, 
When the fierce band appear'd. 169 


Your ſword laſt night my brother flew ; 
His blood yet dirs its ſhine : 

And e'er the ſetting of the ſun : 
Your blood ſhall reek on mine, 
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You word it well, the chief reply'd, 
But deeds approve the man : 

Set by your men, and hand to hand 

We'll try what valour can. 


Oft boaſting hides a coward heart ; 
My weighty ſword you fear, 170 

Which ſhone in front in Flowden- field, 4 
When you kept in the rear. = 


With dauntleſs ſtep he forward ftrode, 
And dar'd him to the fight : 

Then Græme gave back, and fear'd his arm, 175 
For well he knew its might. 


Four of his men, the braveſt four, 
Sunk down beneath his ſword : 

But ſtill he ſcorn'd the poor revenge, *. 
And ſought their haughty lord. 180 


Behind lim .baſely came the Græme, 
And wounded him in the fide : 

Out ſpoating came the purple tide, 

And ali his tartans dy'd. 


But yet his {word not quat the grip, 
Nor dropt he to the ground, 

Till thro? his en'my's heart his ſteel 

Had forc'd a mortal wound. 


Grzeme, like a tree with wind o'erthrown 
Fell breathleſs on the clay ; 199 
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And down bekide ſunk the. Roſe, 
And faint and ing lay. Y 


The ſad Matilda ſaw him fall: 
O ſpare his life ! ſhe cry'd ; 

Lord Buchan's daughter begs his life; 
Let her not be denied. 


Her well-known voice the hero heard; 


He rais'd his death-clos'd eyes, 
And ſix'd them on the weeping maid, 
And weakly thus replies : 
In vain Matilda begs the life 
By death's arreſt denied : 
My race is run—adieu, my love 
Then clos'd his eyes, and died. 


The ſword yet warm. from his left fide 
With frantic hand ſhe drew : 
I come, Sir James the Role, ſhe cry'd, 


I come to follow you ! 


She lean'd the hilt againſt the ground, 


And bar'd her ſnowy breaſt ; 
Then fell upon her lover's face, 
And ſunk to endlels reſt, 
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THE BATTLE OF HARLAW. 


Fear Dunidier as I cam throuch, 
Doun by the hill of Banochie, 

Alangſt the lands of Carioch ? 
Grit pitie was to heir and ſe 
Ihe noys and duleſum hermonie, 

That evir that dreiry day did daw, 
Cryand the Corynoch on hie, 
Alas ! alas ! for the Harlaw. 


] marvlit quhat the matter meint, 
All folks war m a fiery fairy : 
I wiſt not quha was fae or friend; 
Zit quietly I did me carrie. 
But ſen the days of auld king Hairie, 
vic ſlaughter was not herde nor ſene, 
And thair I had nae tyme to tairy, 
For biſſineſs in Aberdene. | 


Thus as I walkit on the way, 
To Inverury as I went, 
| met a man, and bad him ſtay, 
Requeiſting him to make me quaint, 
Vol.. I. D 
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Of the beginning and the event, 
That happenit thair at the Harlaw 3 
Then he entreited me tak tent, 
And he the truth ſould to me ſchaw. 


Grit Donald of the Yles did claim 
Unto the lands of Roſs ſome richt, 
And to the Governor he came, 
Thaim for to haif gif that he micht; 
Quha ſaw his intereſt was but ſlicht; 
And thairfore anſwerit wi diſdain; 
He haſtit hame baith day and nicht, 
And ſent nac bodward back again. 


But Donald richt impatient 
Of that anſwer Duke Robert gaif, 
He vowed to God omnipotent, 

All the haill lands of Roſs to haif, 
Or ells be graithed in his graif. 
He wald not quat his richt for nocht, 

Nor be abuſit lyk a ſlaif, 
That bargain ſould be deirly bocht. 


Then haiſtylie he did command, 


That all his weir-men ſhould convene, 


Ilk ane well harnifit frae hand, 
To meit and heir quhat he did mein ; 
He waxit wrath and vowit tein, 
Sweirand he wald ſurpryſe the North, 
Subdew the burgh of Aberdene, 
Mearns, Angus, aud all Fyfe to Forth. 
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Thus with the weir-men of the Vles, 
Quha war ay at his bidding bown, 50 
Wi money maid, wi fors and wyls, 
Richt far and neir, baith up and doun, 
Throw mount and muir, frae town to town, 
5 Alangſt the lands of Roſs he roars, 
And all obey'd at his bandown; 55 
Evin frae the North to Suthren ſhoars, 


Then all the countrie men did zield ; 


0 For nae reſiſtans durſt they mak, 
Nor offer battil in the feild, 
Be fors of arms to beir him bak; 30 


Syne they reſolvit all and ſpak, 
That beſt it was ſfor thair behoif, | 
They ſould him for thair chiftain tak, 
Believing well he did them luve. 


Then he a proclamation maid 3 
All men to meet at Inverneſs, 

Throw Murray land to mak a raid, 
Frae Arthurſyre unto Speyneſs. 
And furthermair, he ſent expreſs, 

To ſchaw his colours and enſenzie, 70 
To all and ſindry, mair and leſs, 

irochout the bounds of Byne and Enzie. 


3j Jud then throw fair Strathbogie land, 
His purpoſe was for to purſew, 
\nd quhaſoevir durſt gainſtand, NE 75 
That race they ſhould full fairly rew. 
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Then he bade a' his men be trew, 
And him defend by fors and ſlicht, 

And promiſt them rewardis ane w, 
And mak them men of meikle micht. 


Without refiſtans, as he ſaid, 
Throw all theſe parts he ftoutly paſt, 
hair ſum war wae, and ſum war glaid, 
But Garioch was all agaſt. 


Throw all theſe feilds he ſped him faſt ; 


For fic a ficht was never lene ; 
And then, forſuith, he lang'd at laſt 
"fo [:e the bruch of Aberdene. 


To hinder this prowd enterpriſe, 
The ſtout and michty Erle of Marr 
With all his men in arms did ryſe, 
Even frae Curgarf to Craigyvar, 
And down the ſyde of Don richt far, 
Angus and Mearns did all convene 
To fecht, or Donald came ſae nar 


The royal bruch of Aberdene, 


And thus the martial Erle of Mar, 
Marcht with his men in richt array, 
Befoir the enemie was awarr, 
His banner bauldly did diſplay. 
For weil enewch they-kend the way, 
And all their ſemblance weil they ſaw, 
Without all dangir, or delay, 
Cum haiſtily to the Harlaw. 
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With him the braif Lord Ogilvy, 
Of Angus ſheriff principall, 
The conſtabill of gnde Dunde, 
The vanguard led before them all. 
Suppoſe in number they war {mall, 
Thay firſt richt bauldlie did perſew, 
And maid thair faes before them fall, 
Quha then that race did fairly rew. 
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And then the worthy Lord Salton, 
The ſtrong undoubted laird of Drum, 
The ſtalwart laird of Lauriſtone, 
With ilk thair forces all and ſum: 
Panmuir with all his men did cum; 
The provoſt of braif Aberdene, 
Wi trumpets and wi tuicke of drum, 
Came ſchortly in thair armour ſchene. 
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Theſe with the Erle of Marr came on, 
In the reir-ward richt orderlie, 
Thair enemies to ſet upon ; 
In awful manner hardily, 
Togither yowit to live and die, 
vince they had marchit mony mylis 
For to ſuppreſs the tyrannie 
Of doubted Donald of the Vles. 
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But be in number ten to ane, 
Richt ſubtilie alang did ryde, 
With Malcomtoſch and fell Maclean, 
With all thair power at thair ſyde, 
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Preſumeand on thair ftrength and pryde, 
Without all feir or ony aw, 

Richt bauldlie battil did abyde, 
Hard by the town of fair Harlaw. 


The armies met, the trumpet ſounds, 
The dandring drums aloud did tuik, 
Baith armies byding on the bounds, 
Till ane of them the feild ſuid bruik. 
Nae help was thairfor, nane wald jouk, 
Fers-was the fecht on ilka ſyde, 
And on the ground lay mony a bouk 
Of them that thair did battill byd, 


With doutſum victorie they dealt, 
The blutdy battill laſtit lang, 

Each man his nibours ſors thair felt; 
The weakeſt aft times gat the wrang : 


Thair was nae mowis thair them amang, 


Naithing was hard but heavy knocks, 
That Echo maid a dulefull fang, 
Thairto reſounding frae the rocks. 


But Donald's men at laſt gaif back; 
For they wer all out of array. 

The Erle of Marr's men throw them brak, 
Purſewing ſharply in thair way, 


Their enemys to tak or ſlay, 
Be dynt of fors to gar them yield, 
Quha war richt blyth to win away, 
And ſae for feirduels tint the ſteld. 


135 


149 


145 


150 


155 


— — 


160 


$30TS SONGS, 


Then Donald fled, and that full faſt, 
To mountains hich for all his micht ; 
For he and his war all agaſt, 
And ran till they war out of ſicht; 
And ſae of Roſs he loſt his richt, 
Thocht mony men with him he brocht 
Towards the Yles fled day and nicht, 
And all he wan was dearly bocht. 


This 1s (quod he) the richt report 
Of all that I di! hear and knaw, 
Thocht my diſcourſe be ſumthing ſchort, 
Tak this to be a right ſuthe ſaw ; 
Contrairie God and the king's law, 
Thair was ſpilt meikle Chriſtian blude, 
Into the battil of Harlaw : 
This is the ſum ; ſae I conclude. 


But zit a bonny quhyle abyde, 

And I fall mak thee clearly ken 
Quhat ſlauchter was on ilka ſyde, 

Of Lowland and of Highland men, 


Quha for thair awin haif evir been: 


Theſe lazie lowns micht well be ſpair'd, 


Cheſſit lyke deirs into their dens, 
And gat thair wages for reward. 


Malcomtoſh of the clan heid ckeif, 
Maclean with his grit haughty heid, 

With all thair ſuccour and relief, 
War duleſully dung to the deid ; 
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And now we are freid of thair feid, 


They will not lang to come agen ; 
Thouſands with them without remeid, 
On Donald's ſyde that day war (lain. 


And an the other ſyde war loſt, 
Into the feild that diſmal day, 
Chief men of worth (of meikle coſt) 
To be lamentit ſair for ay: 
The Lord Salton of Rothemay, 
A man of micht and meikle main; 
Grit dolour was for his decay, 
That ſae unhappylie was ſlain. 


Of the beſt men amang them was, 
The gracious gude Lord Ogilvy, 

The ſheriff-principall of Angus; 
Renownit for truth and equitie, 
For faith and magnanimitie; 

He had few fallows in the feild, 
Zet fell by fatal deſtinie, 

For he nae ways wad grant to zield. 


Sir James Scrimgeor of Duddap, knicht, 
Grit conſtabill of fair Dunde, 
Unto the duleful deith was dicht; 
The king's chief bannerman was he, 
A valziant man of chevalrie, 
Quhais predeceſſors wan the place 
At Spey, wi gude King William frie, 
Gainſt Murray and Macduncan's race. 
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Gude Sir Alexander Irving, 
The much renownit laird of Drum, 
Nane in his days was better ſene, 
Quhen they war ſemblet all and ſum ; 220 
To praiſe him we ſould not be dum, 
Lor valour, witt, and worthynels, 
To end his days he ther did cum, 
Q hois ranſom is remeidyleſs. 


And thair the knight of Lauriſton 225 
Was flain into his armour ſchene, 
And gude Sir Robert Davidſon, 
Quha provoſt was of Aberdene, 
The knicht of Panmure, as was ſene, | 
A mortal man in armour bricht, 23S | 
Sir Thomas Murray ſtout and kene, 
Left to the warld their laſt gude nicht. 
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Thair was not ſen king Kenneth's days 
Sic ſtrange inteſtine crewel ſtryfe | 
In Scotland ſene, as ilk man ſays, 235 == 
Quhair mony liklie loſt thair lyfe ; - 
Quhilk maid divorce twene man and wyfe, 
And mony children fatherleſs, 
Quhilk in this realme has been full ryfe : 
Lord help theſe lands, our wrangs redreſs! 246 


In July, on Saint James his even, 
That four and twenty diſmal day, 
Twelve hundred, ten ſcore and eleven 
Of zeirs ſen Chryſt, the ſuthe to ſay; 
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Men will remember as they may, 245 
Quhen thus. the veritie they knaw, 
And mony a ane may mourn for ay, 


Fhe brim battil of the Harlaw. 248 


BINNORIE. 


To preſerve the tone as well as the ſenſs of this Bal. 
lad, the burden ſhould be repeated through the 
do Hole, though il is here omitted for the jake of 
conciſeneſs. 


'T zeae were twa ſiſters liv'd in a bouir ; 


Binnorie, O binnorie! 


Their father was a baron of pouir, 

By the bonny mildams of Binnorie. 
The youngeſt was meek, and fair as the May, 5 
Whan ſhe ſprings in the eaſt wi the gowden day! 
The eldeſt auitern as the winter cauld, 
Ferce was her ſaul, and her ſciming was bald. 
A gallaat ſquire cam ſweet Iſabel to wooe ; 
Her fiſter had naething to luve I true; 10 
But fill'd was ſhe wi dolour and ire, 
To ſee that to her the comelie {quire 
Preferr'd the debonair Iſabel: 
Their hevin of luve of ſpyte was her hell, 


Till ae ein the to her ſiſter can ſay, 2 


Speit ſiſter, cum let us wauk and play.“ 
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They wauked up, and they wauked down, 

Sweit ſang the birdis in the vallie loun: 

Vhan they came to the roaring lin, 

She drave unwitting Iſabel in. 20 
„O ſitter ! ſiſter! tak my hand, 

« And ye {all hae my filver fan; 

O ſiſter! fifter ! tak my middle, 

+ And ye fall hae my gowden girdle.” 

Sumtimes ſhe ſank, ſumtimes ſhe ſwam, 25 
Till the cam to the miller's dam: 

The miller's dochter was out that ein 

And ſaw her rowing down the ſtreim. 

O father deir! in your mill dam | 
* There is either a lady or a milk white ſwan!” 
Iwa days were gane whan to her deir 

Her wraith at deid of nicht cold appeir ; 

+ My luve, my deir, how can ye ſleip, 

++ Whan your label lyes in the deip ? 

My deir, how can you fleip bot pain, 35 
{+ Whan the by her cruel ſiſter is ſlain?“ 

Up raiſe he ſune in frichtfu made, 

Bulk ye, my meiny, and ſeik the flude.“ 

They ſocht her up and they ſocht her doun, 

And ſpy'd at laſt her gliſterin gown : 40 
They rais'd her wi richt meikle care; 
Pale was her cheik, and grein was her hair! 
* Gae, ſaddle to me my ſwifteſt ſteid, 
* Her fere, by my fae, for her death fall bleid.““ 
A page cam rinning out owr the lie, 45 
O heavie tiding I bring! quoth he 
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My luvely lady is far awa gane, 


We weit the fairy hae her tane; 
« Her ſiſter gaed wood wi dule and rage, 
LNocht cold we do her mind to ſuage. 5o 
O Iſabel! my ſiſter !“ ſhe wold cry, 
For thee will I weip, for thee will I die!“ 
Till late yeſtreene in an elric hour 
She lap frae aft the hicheſt touir. —— 
Now fleip ſhe in peace!“ quoth the 1 
ſquire, 
Her dethe was the maiſt that I cold require 56 
« But I'll main for thee my Iſabel deir, 
« Binnorie, O Binnorie ! 

* Full mony a dreiry day, bot weir, 

Buy the bonny mildams of Binnorie.” 60 


THE DEATH OF MENTEIFH. 


SurriLy ſhriek'd the raging wind, 


And rudely blew the blaſt ; - 


Wi awſum blink, throuch the dark ha, 
The ſpeidy lichtning paſt. 


« O hear ye nae, frac mid the loch, Li 
« Ariſe a deidly grane ? ; 

« Sae ever does the ſpirit warn, 
« Whan we ſum dethe maun mane. 
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4 I feir, I feir me, gude Sir John, 
« Ye are nae ſafe wi me: 

« What wae wald fill my heart gin ye 
„Sold in my caſtle die:“ 


« Ye neid nae feir, my leman deir, 
“ I'm ay ſafe when wi thee ; 

« And gin I maun nae wi thee hve, 
I here wad with to die.” 


His man cam rinning to the ha 
Wi wallow cheik belyve: 

« Sir John Menteith, your faes are neit, 
And ye maun flie or ſtrive. 


+ What count ſyne leads the cruel knight?“ 
« Thrie ſpeirmen to your ane: 
« I red ye flie, my maſter deir, 


Wi ſpeid, or ye'll be flam.” 


Tak ye this gown, my deir Sir John, 
« To hyde your ſhyning mail: 
A boat waits at the hinder port 
„ Owr the braid loch to fail.” 
O whatten a piteons ſhriek was yon 
That ſough'd upo' my eur?” 
Nae piteous ſhriek I trow, ladie, 
“ Bot the rough blaſt, ye heir.” - 


They ſocht the caſtle, till the morn, 
Whan they were bown to gae, 
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They faw the boat turn'd on the loch, 
Sir John's corſe on the brae. 


FLODDEN FIELD. 


From Spey to the border was Perce and good 
order, pu 
The ſway of our monarch was mild as the May, 
Peace be adored, whilk Soudrons abhorred. 
Our marches they plunder, our wardens they lay. 


*Gainſt Louis our ally their Henry did ſally, 5 
Tho? James but in vain did his herauld advance, 
Renouncing alliance, and denouncing defiance 
To Soudrons, if langer abiding in France, 


Many were the omens our ruin was coming, 
E'er the flower of our nation was call'd to array : 
Our king at devotion St. Andrew did caution, 11 
And ſigh'd as with ſorrow he to him did ſay, 


Sir, in this expedivion you muſt have ambition; 
From the company of all women you ſhou'd keep 


away. 
When the ſpectre this declar'd, it quickly diſap- 
pear'd; 15 


Zut where it retired no man could eſpy 
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The flowers of the nation were call'd on their 
ſtation, 

Vi valiant inclination their banner to diſplay; 

To Burrow Muir reſorting, their right for fup- 
porting, 

And there rendevouzing, encamped did lay. 20 


But another bad omen, that vengeance was com- 
ing, 

At midnight, in Edinburgh, a voice loud did cry, 

As heraulds, in their tation, wi loud procla- 
mation, 

Did name all our barons in England to die. 


Theſe words the demon ſpoke, at the throne of 
Plotcock, 25 

It charged their appearing, appointing the day. 

The provoſt, in its hearing, the ſummons greatly 
fearing, 


Appeal'd to his Maker, the ſame did deny. 


At this was many griev'd, as many diſbeliev'd; 

But forward they marched to the deftiny ; 30 

From thence to the border they march'd in good 
order; | 


The Merle men and Foreſt they jom'd the array. 


England's invaſion, it was their perſuaſion, 
To make reſtitution for their cruelty. 

But O fatal Flodoun! there came the wo down; 
And our royal nation was brought to decay. 35 


88 SCOTS SONGS. 


Aſter ſpoiling and burning, many hameward re- 
turning, 

With our king {till the nobles and vaſſals abide. 

To Surry's proud vaunting he anſwers but daunting; 

The king would await him whatever betide. 40 


The Engliſh advanced to where they were ſtanced; 

Half entrenched by nature, the field it fo lay; 

To fight the Englith fearing, and ſham'd their 
retiring : 

But alas ! unperceived was their ſubtilty. 


Our Highland battalion, ſo forward and valiant 45 

They broke from their ranks, and they ruſh'd on 
to ſlay : 

With hacking and ſlaſhing, and broad ſwords a- 
daſhing, 

Thro? the front of the Engliſh they cut a full » WAY. 


But alas to their ruin ! an ambuſh purſuing, 
They were ſurrounded with numbers too high : 56 
The Merſe men and Foreſt, they ſuffer'd the foreſt, 
Upon the left wing was incloſed the ſame way. 


Our men into parties, the battle in three quarters, 
Upon our main body the markſmen did play: 


The ſpearmen were furrounded, and all was con- 


founded ; 55 
The fatal devaſtation of that woful day! 


Our nobles all enſnared, our king he was not ſpared; 
For of that fate he ſhared, and would not run away: 
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The whole were intercepted, that very few eſcaped 
The fatal conflagration of that woful day. 60 


This ſet the whole nation into grief and vexation: 
The widows did weep, and the maidens did fay, 

Why tarries my lover ? the battle's ſurely over : 
Is there none left to tell us the faggs of the day? 


I've heard a lilting at our ewes milking, 65 
Laſſes a-lilting afore the break of day: 

But now there's a moaning on ilka green loaning. 
Since our bra foreſters are a' wed away.. 


At buchts i' the morning nae blyth lads are 
ſeorning : | 

The laſſes are lonely, dowie, and wae : 70 

Nae daffin, nae gabbin, but ſighing and ſabbing, 

IK ane lifts her leglen, and hies her away. 


At e'en in the glomin nae ſwankeys are roaming, 
Mang ſtacks wi' the laſſes at bog le to play; 

But ilk ane ſits dreary, lamenting her deary, 75 
The flowers of the foreſt that are wed away. 

, 

In herſt at the ſhearing nae younkers are jeering : 
The banſters are lyart, runkled, and gray. 

At fairs nor at preaching, nae wooing, nae fleech- 

ing, 


Since our bra Foreſters are a' wed away. 80 


O dool for the order ſent our lads to the border 
The Engliſh for anes by guile got the day: 
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The flowers of the foreſt that ay ſhone the fore. 
moſt, | ; 
The prime of our land, lyes cauld in the clay, 


We'll hear nae mair lilting at our ewes milking : 

The women and bairns are dowie and wae, 86 

Sighting and aning on ilka green loaning, 

Since our bra Foreſters are a' weda way. 

I've ſeen the ſmiling of fortune beguiling z 

I've felt all her favours, and found her decay. 90 

Sweet is her bleſſing, and kind her carreſling ; 

1 But now it is fled, it is fled far away. 

I've ſeen the foreſt adorned the foremoſt 

With flowers of the faireſt both pleaſant and gay: 

Sae bonny was their blooming, their ſcent the 
2ir perfuming ; SOT. 

But now they are withered, and all gone away, 


I've ſeen the morning with gold the hills adorn- 
ing, | 

And loud tempeſt forming. before mid-day : 

I have ſeen Tweed's filver ſtreams ſhining i' the 
ſunny beams, 

Grow drumly and dark as it roll'd on the way. 100 


O fickle fortune! why this cruel porting ? 

Why thus perplexing poor ſons of a day? 

Thy frowns cannot fear me, nor ſmiles cannot 
cheer me, 

Since the flowers of the foreſt are a? wed away. 
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pre- 
86 
* 
THE BATTLE or ae 
F | (ON July fouarh, the ſuthe to fa, 
9 At the Reid-Squair the tryſt was ſet. 


Our wardens they affixt the day, 
And as they promiſt, ſae they met: 
Allace ! that day I'll neir forget, x „ * 
Was ſure ſae feir'd, and then ſae fain, 
They cam thair juſtice for to get, | 
Will nevir grein to cum again. 


. 


Cermichael was our warden then; 


He cauſit the countrey to convene, e 
. And the laird Watt, that worthy man, 
Brocht in his ſurname, weil be ſene: p 


The Armſtrangs that ay haif bene 
A hardy houſe, but not a hail | 
The Elliot's honours to mentain, 15 
Brought in the laif of Liddiſdale. 


he 


0 


r ern RY? - 


Then Twidail came to with ſpeid, 

the Scheriff brocht the Douglas doun, 
V ith Cranſtane, Glodſtane, gude at neid, 
Lalth Rewls-water and Hawick town. 
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He rew'd the raid of the Reid Squyre. 
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Beangeddert bauldly maid him boun, 
With all the Trumbles ſtrang and ſtout ; 
The Ruthirfuirds, with grit renoun, 

Convoyit the town of Jedbruch out. 


With other clanns I can nocht tell, 25 
Becauſe our airning was nocht wyde, 

Be this our folk hes tane the fell, 
And plantit pallions thair to byde: 
We lukit down the uther ſyde, 

And ſaw cum brieſting owr the brae, 30 
And Sir George Foſter was thair gyde, 

With fyftene hundrid men and mae. 


It greivt him ſair that day I trow, 
With Sir John Hinrome of Schipſydehouſe, 
Becauſe we were not men enow, 35 
He counted us not worth a ſouſe; 
Sir George was gentil, meik, and douſe, 
But he was hail and het as fyre : 


* 


But zet for all his cracking crouſe 


To deil wi proud men is but pain, 
For ether ze maun fecht or flie, 
Or els nae anſwer mack again, 
But play the beiſt, and let him be. 
It was nae wondir tho? he was hie, 45 
Had Tyndall, Redidaile at his hand, 
With Cuckſdaile, Gladſdaile on the lie, 
And Hebſrime and Northumberland. 


0 
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Jit was our meiting meik enough, 
Begun wi mirrineſs and mows, 50 
And at the brae abune the heugh 
The elerk ſat doun to call the rows, 
And ſum for ky and ſum for ewis, 
Callit in of Dandrie Hob and Jock, 
I ſaw cum merching owre the knows, $5 
Fyve hundred Fennicks in a flock. 


Wi jack and ſpeir, and bowis all bent, 
And warlike weapons at their will ; 

Howbeit they wer not well content, 
Zit be me trouth we feird nae ill: 60 
Sum zeid to drink, and ſum ftude ſtill, 

And ſum to cards and dyce them ſped, 
Quhyle on ane Farſtein they fyld a bill, 

And he was fugitive that fled. 


Carmichael bad them ſpeik out plainly, 
And clcke nae cauſe for ill nor gude; 

The uther anſwering him full vainly, 
Begouth to reckon kin and blude ; 
He raiſe and rax'd him quhair he ftude, 

And bade him match him wi his marrows; 70 
Then Tyndal hard theſe reſeuns rude, 

And they lute aff a flight of arrows. 


Then was ther nocht but bow and ſpeir, 

And ilka man pullit out a brand, 

A Schaftan and a Fennick their, | 75 
Gude Symington was flain frae hand. 
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The Scotiſmen cryd on uther to ſtand, ! 
Frae fyme they ſaw Jobn Robſon flain : 

Quhat ſuld they cry! The King's command ] 
Could cauſe nae coward turn again, 80 


Up raiſe the laird to rid the cumber, ö 
Quhilk wald not be for all his boiſt, 
Quhat ſuld we do wi fic a number, 
| Fyve thouſand men into an hoiſt ? 
= Then Henry Purdie proud hes coft, 
And verie narrowlie had miſchiefd him, 
And ther we hed our Warden loſt, 
Wart not the grit God he reliv'd him. 


Ane uther throw the breiks him bair, 
Quhyle flatlines to the ground he fell : 
Then thocht I, we had loſt him thair, 
Into my heart it ſtruck a knell; 
Zit up he raiſe, the truth to tell, 
And laid about him dunts full dour ; 
His horſemen they faucht ſtout and ſnell, 
And ſtude about him in the ſtour. 


Then rais'd the ſlogan with an ſchout, 
Fy, Tyndall to it, Jedburgh heir: 
I trow he was not half ſae ſtout, 
But anes his ſtomak was aſteir, 
With gun and genzie, bow and ſpeir, 
He micht fe mony a crakit crown, 
But up amang the merchant geir, 
They buſie wer as we wer doun. 


80 
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The ſwallow-tails frae teckles flew, 
Fyve hundred ſlain into the flight, 
But we had peſtellets anew, 
And ſchot amang them as we micht. 
With help of God the game gade richt, 
Trae tyme the foremoſt of them fell; 


Hynd owre the know, without gude-nicht, 


They ran with mcny a ſchout and zell. 


And after they had turn'd again, 
Lit Tyndall's men they turn'd again, 
And had not bene the merchant packs, 
There had bene mae of Scotland flain : 
But Jeſu gif the folk was fain 
Jo put the buſſtng on thair theis, 
And ſae they fled with all thair main, 
Doun owir the brae, lyke clogged beis 


Sir Francis Ruſſel tane was thair, 

And hurt, as we heir men reherſe; 
Proud Wallingtoun was wounded fair, 
Albeit he was a Fennick ferce ; 

But gif ze wald a ſouldier ſerche 
Amang them all was tane that night, 
Was nane ſae wordie of our verſe 
As Colingwood, that courteous knight. 


Zung Henry ſkapit hame, is hurt, 
A ſouldier ſchot him with a bow, 
Scotland has cauſe to make great ſturt, 


For laiming of the Laird of Mow. 
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The Laird Watt did weil indeid, 
His friends ſtude ſtoutly by himſell, 

With little Gladſtane, gude in neid, 
For Gretein kend not gude be ill. 


The Scheriff wantit not gude will, 
Howbeit he might not fecht ſae faſt : 
Benjeadert, Hundlie, and Hunthill, 
Three, on they laid weil at the laſt, 
Except the horſemen of the gaird ; 
If J could put men to avail, 
Nane ſtoutlier ſtude out for their laird, 
Nor did the lads of Liddiſdale. 


But little harneſs had we thair, 

But auld Badrule had on a jack, 

And did richt weill, I zou declair, 
With all the Trumbulls at his back. 
Gude Ederſtane was not to lack, 

With .Kirktoun, Newtoun, nobull man 
Thir is all the ſpecials I haif ſpack, 

Forby them that I could nocht ken. 

Quha did invent that day of play, 
We neid nocht feir to find him ſune ; 

For Sir John „I dare weil ſay, 
Maid us that noyſome afternune : 
Not that I ſpeik preciſely out, 


That he ſuppos'd it wald be perill, 


But pryde and{þreaking out, but dout, 
Gart Tyadall lads begin the quarrell. 
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 CHEVY-CHACE. 


Goo proſper long our noble king, 
Our lives and ſafetyes all; 

A woeful hunting once there did 
In Chevy-chace befall ; 


To drive the deere with hound and horne, 


Earl Percy took his way; 


The child may rue that is unborne, 


The hunting of that day. 


The ſtout Earl of Northumberland | 
A vow to God did make, 

His pleaſure in the Scottiſh woods 
Three ſummer days to take; 


The cheefeſt harts in evy-Chace 
To kill and beare aWay. me” 


Theſe tydings to Earl Douglas came, 
In Scotland, where he lay: 


Who ſent Earl Percy W 
He would prevent his ſport. 


The Engliſh earl not fearing _ ; 


Did to the woods . 


35 
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With fifteen hundred bowmen bold, 
All choſen men of might, 
Who knew full well in time of neede, 
To aime their ſhafts aright. . 
The gallant greyhounds quickly ran, 25 
To chaſe the fallow-deere : | 
On Monday they began to hunt, 
E'er day-light did appear 


And long before high noon, they had | 

An hundred fat buckes ſlaine; 3d 
Then having, din'd, the drovers wont 

Jo rouze them up again. 


The bow-men muſter'd on the hills, 
Well able to endure 

Their backſides all, with ſpecial care, 35 
That day were guarded lure. 


The hounds ran ſwiftly thro? the woods. 
The nimble deere to take, 

And with their cryes the hills and dales 

1 An echo ſhrill did make. 40 


418 


Lord Percy to the quarry went, 
To view the tender deere; 

Quoth he, Earl Douglas promiſed | 
This day to meet me heere : | 8 


N But if I thought he wands we come, 45 
No longer would I ſtay. | 


With that, a brave young gentleman 
Thus to the Earl did ſay: 


Loe yonder doth Earl Douglas come, 
His men in armour bright; Fe 
Full twenty hundred Scottiſh ſpeares 

All marching in our ſight; 


a men of pleaſant Tizydale, e 
Fait by the river Tweede. 2 

Then ceaſe your ſport, Earl Percy ſaid, 55 

30 And take your bows with ſpeede: N 

And now with me, my countrymen, 
Your courage forth advance 

Vor never was there champion yet 

In Scotland or in France, 

35 | 

That ever did on horſeback come, 

But if my hap it were, 

I durſt encounter man for man, 
With him to break a ſpeare. 

49 Earl Douglas on a milk-white ſteede, 65 3 
Moſt like a baron bold, 

Rode foremoſt of his company, 

Whoſe armour ſhone like gold : 


Show me, ſayd he, whoſe men you bee, | 
That hunt ſae boldly heere, 70 


45 E 2 


©, Wotherington was his name, 


«Than Pübout my SIT ths Chefe 
An kill my fallow-deere F 


The man that Beſt did ce acts 


© Was noble Percy hee; 
Who ſayd, We lift not to declare, 
Ivor ſkew whoſe men we bee: 


Vet will we ſpend our deereſt blood, 
Thy chiefeſt harts to ſlay, 

Fhen Donglas ſwore a ſolemn oathe, 
And thus in rage did ſay, 

F'er thus I will out-braved bee, 
One of us two ſhall dye: 

I know thee well, an earl thou art; 


£9 Lord at: ſo am I; 


For they have doße no ill. 


Let thou and I the battel trye, 


And ſet our men afide. 


 Accurs'd bee hee, Lord Percy ſayd, 


By whom this is denyed, 


Then ſtept a gallant ſquire forth, 


75 


80 


101 


Wuo faid, I wold not have it telde 93 
To Henry our king for ſhame, | 


That eber my captaine fought on foote, 1 ; 
And I ſtood looking on 72 
75 You bee two earls; ſayd Witherington, To 
And I a ſquire alone: + _.. JOO 


I'll doe the beſt that doe I may, 
While I have power to ftand : . 
While I have power to weeld my ſword, 
80 I'll fight with heart and hand. 


Our Engliſh-archers bent their bowes, 10 
Their hearts were good and trew ; „ 

At the firſt flight of arrows ſent, | | # „ 

Full threeſcore Scots they flew. : * N 


8; To drive the deere with hound and horn, 7” br. | 
Earl Douglas had the bent ; ' 1106 

Two captaines mov'd with mickle pride . 

Their ſpeares to ſhivers went/ x Mr; — EY 


They clos'd full faſt on everye fide, + 
99 No ſlackneſs there was found; 
And many a gallant gentleman 115 
Lay gaſpiag on the ground. 
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O Chriſt ! It was a griefe to ſee, * . 
And likewiſe for to hea rec, 8 . 
| E 3 
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The cries of men lying in their gore, 
And ſcatter'd here and there. 


At laſt theſe two ſtout earles did meet, 
Like captaines of great might; 

Like lyons wood, they layd on load, 
And made a cruel fight: 


They fought untill they both did ſweat, 


With ſwords of temper'd fteele ; 
Untill the blood, like drops of rain, 
They trickling downe did feele. 


Yeeld thee, Lord Percy, Douglas fayd ; 


In faith I will thee bring, 
Where thou ſhalt high advanced bee 
By James our Scottiſh king: 


Thy ranſom J will freely give, 
And thus report of thee, 

Thou art the moſt courageous knight 
That ever I did ſee. 


No, Douglas, quoth earl Percy hten, 
Thy proffer I doe ſcorne; 
A will not yeelde to any Scot, 
That ever yet was borne. 


With that, there came an arrow keene 


Qt of an Englith bow, 
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Which ſtrucke Earl Douglas to the heart, 


A deep and deadlye blow : 


Who never ſpoke more words than hall; 


Fight on, my merry men all; 
For why, my life is at an end; 
Lord Percy ſees me fall. 


Then leaving life, Earl Percy tooke 
The dead man by the hand; 

And ſaid, Earl Douglas, for thy life 
Would I had loſt my land. 


_ OGhnft! my very heart doth bleed, 


With ſorrow for thy ſake ; 
For ſure, a more renowned knigh; 
Miſchance did never take. 


A knight amongſt the Scots there was, 
Who ſaw Earl Douglas dye, 

Who ſtreight in wrath did vow revenge 
Upon the Lord Percy : 


Sir Hugh Mountgomery was he call'd, 
Who, with a ſpeare moſt bright, 
Well-mounted on a gallant ſteed, 
Ran fiercely thro? the fight ; 


And paſt the Engliſh archers all, 
Without all dread or ſeare; 
E 4 
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And thro? Earl Percy's body then 
He thruſt his hatefull ſpeare ; 


Wich ſuch a vehement force and might - - 


He did his body gore, 
The ſpeare went thro? the other fide 
A large cloth-yard and more. 


So thus did both theſe nobles dye, 
Whoſe courage none could .ſtaine : 

An Engliſh archer then perceiv'd 
The noble earl was ſlain : 


He had a bow bent in his hand, 
Made of a truſty tree ; 

An arrow of a cloth-yard long 
Up to the head drew hee: 


Againſt Sir Hugh Mountgomery, 
So right the ſhaft he ſett, 

The grey gooſe wing that was thereon, 
In his heart's blood was wett. 


This fight did laſt from break of oy” 
Till ſetting of the ſun ; 

For when they rung the evening-bell, 
Tue battel ſcarce was done, 


With brave Earl Percy, there was ſlain 
dir john of Ogerton, 
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Sir Robert Ratcliff, and Sir John, 
Sir James that bold baron. 


And with Sir George and ſtout Sir James, 
Both knights of good account, 

Good Sir Ralph Rabby there was ſlaine, 
Whoſe proweſſe did ſurmount. 


For Witherington needs muſt I wayle, 
As one in doleful dumps; 

For when his legs were ſmitten off, 
He fought upon Ris ſtumpes. 


And with Earl Douglas, there was {lain 
Sir Hugh Montgomery; ; 

Sir Charles Murray, that from the feeld 
One foote would never flee. 


vir Charles Murray of Ratcliff, too, 
His fiſter's fone was hee; 

vir David Lamb, fo well eſteem'd, 
Yet ſaved could not be. 


And the Lord Maxwell in like caſe 
Did with Earl Douglas dye : 

Of twenty hundred Scottiſh ſpeeres, 
Scarce twenty-five did flye. 


Of fifteen hundred Engliſh men, 
Went home but fifty-three; 
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The reſt were (lain in Chevy-chace : 275 
Under the green-woode tree. 


Next day did many widowes come, 
Their huſbands to bewayle; 
They waſht their wounds in briniſh teares, 
But all would not prevayle. 220 


Their bodyes, bath'd in purple gore, 
They bare with them away; 

They kiſt them dead a thouſand times, 
When they were cladd in clay. 


This newes was brought to Edenborrow, 225 
Where Scotland's king did rayne, 


That brave Earl Douglas ſuddenlye 
Was with an arrow ſlaine : 


O heavy newes ! King James did fay, 

Scotland can witneſſe bee, 230 
J have not any captain more 

Of ſuch account as hee. 


- Like tydings to King Henry came, 
Within as ſhort a ſpace, 
That Percy of Northumberland 235 
Was ſlain in Chevy-chaſe : 


Now God be with him, faid our king, 
Sith it will no better bee; 
I truſt J have within my realme, _ . 


Five hundred as good as hee: 240 


15 
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Yet ſhall not Scots nor Scotland ſay, 
But I will vengeance take ; | 
I'll be revenged on them all, 
For brave Earl Percy's ſake. 


This vow the king full well perform'd 245 
After, on Humbledowne 

In one day, fifty knights were flayne, 
With Lords of great renowne. 


And of the reſt, of ſmall account. 

Did many thouſands dye: 250 
Thus ended the hunting of Chevy-chaſe, 

Made by the Earl Percy. 


God fave the king, and bleſs this land 
In plenty, joy, and peace; 
And grant henceforth, that foule debate 
*Twixt noblemen may ceaſe. 256 


LADY BOTHWELL'S LAMENT. 


Buow, my boy, ly {till and fleep, 
It grieves me fair to hear thee weep : 
If thou'lt be filent, I'll be glad, 


Thy mourning makes my heart full ſad. 
E 
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Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy, wY 
Thy father bred me great annoy. oh} 
Balow, my dear, lie till and fleeb, _ ö 


I. grieves me fair to hear thee weep. 


Balow, my darling, fleep a while, 
And when thou wak'ſt, then ſweetly ſmile ; _ 10 
But ſmile not as thy father did, 
To cozen maids, nay, God forbid ; 
For in thine eye his look I ſee, 
The tempting look that ruin'd me, 
Balou, my boy, &c. 15 


When he began to court my love, 

And with his ſugar'd words to move, 

His tempting face, and flatt'ring cheer, 

In time to me did not appear; 

But now I fee that cruel he 20 
Cares neither for his babe nor me. 


Balow, my boy, &c. 


Fareweel, fareweel, thou falſeſt youth 
That ever kiſt a woman's mouth; 
Let never any after me 25 
Submit unto thy courteſy : 
For, if they do, O! cruel thou 
Wilt her abuſe, and care not how. 
Balow, my boy, &c. 


I was too cred'lous at the firſt, | 30 
To yield thee all a maiden durſt ; 
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Thou ſwore for ever true to prove, 

Thy faith unchang'd, unchang'd thy love; 

But quick as thought the change is wrought, 

Thy love nae mair, thy promiſe nought. 
Balou, my boy, &c. 


O gin I were a maid again, 
From young men's flatt'ry I'd refrain; 
For now unto my grief I find 
They all are perjur'd and unkind: -p 40 
Bewitching charms bred all my harms, 
Witneſs my babe lyes in my arms. 

Balou, my boy, &c. 


I tak my fate from bad to worſe, 

That I muſt needs be now a nurſe, 45 
And lull my young ſon on my lap : 

From me, ſweet orphan, tak the pap : 

Balow, my child, thy mother mild 

Shall wail as from all bliſs exil'd. 


Balou, my boy, &c. 50 


Balow, my boy, weep not for me, 

Whoſe greateſt grief's for wranging thee, 

Nor pity her deſerved ſmart, 

Who can blame none but her fond heart ; 

For, too ſoon truſting lateſt finds, | 55 

With faireſt tongues are falſeſt minds. 
Balou, my boy, &c. 


Balow, my boy, thy father's fled, 
When he the thriftleſs ſon hath play; 
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Of vows and oaths forgetful, he 274 


Preferr'd the wars to thee and me. 
But now, perhaps, thy curſe and mine 
Make him eat acorns with the ſwine. 


Balow, my boy, &c. 


But curſe not him; perhaps now he, 

Stung with remorſe, is bleſſing thee : 

Perhaps at death ; for who can tell, 

Whether the judge of heaven or hell, 

By ſome proud foe has ftruck the blow, 

And laid the dear deceiver low ? 
Balow, my boy, &c. 


I with he were into the bounds, 

Where he lies ſmother'd in his wounds, 

Repeating, as he pants for air, 

My name, whom once he call'd his fair ; 

No woman's yet ſo fiercely ſet, 

But ſhe'll forgive, though not forget. 
Balou, my boy, &c. 


If linen lacks, for my love's ſake, 
Then quickly to him would I make 

My ſmoke once for his body meet, 

And wrap him in that winding-ſheet. 

Ah me ! how happy had I been, 

If he had ne'er been wrapt therein. 

Balow, my boy, &c. 


Balow, my boy, I'll weep for thee : 
Too ſoon, alake, thou'lt weep for me : 
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Thy griefs are growing to a ſum, 

God grant thee patience when they come; 

Born to ſuſtain thy mother's ſhame, 

A hapleſs fate, a baſtard's name. go 
Balow, my boy, lie fill and ſleep, 


I: grieves me ſair to hear thee weep. 


THE BRAES OF YARROW. 


A. Bosx ye, buſk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my winſome marrow ; 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 
And think tae mair on the braes of Yarrow. 


B. Where gat ye that bonny bonny bride ? 5 
Where gat ye that winſome marrow ? 

A. I gat her where I dare nae weil be ſeen, 
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow. 


Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny bride, 
Weep not, weep not, my winſome marrow, 10 
Nor let thy heart lament to lieve 
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow. 


B. Why does ſhe weep, thy bonny bonny bride ? 
Why does ſhe weep, thy winſome marrow : 
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And why dare ye nae mair weil be ſeen | 
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow, 


15 


A. Lang maun ſhe weep, lang maun ſhe weep, 
Lang maun ſhe weep with dule and ſorrow, 
And lang maun I nae mair weil be ſeen 
Puing the birk on the braes of Yarrow: 20 


For ſhe has tint hir luver luver dear, 
Hir luver dear, the cauſe of ſorrow, 
And I hae ſlain the comelieſt ſwain 
That e'er pu'd birk on the braes of Yarrow. 


Why run thy ſtreams O Yarrow, Yarrow, red ? 25 
Why on thy braes heard the voice of ſorrow ?. 
And why yon melancholeous weeds, 
Hung on thy bonny birks of Yarrow ? 


What's yonder floats on the rueful, rueful ſtream ? 

What's yonder floats ? O dule and ſorrow ! 30 
"Tis he, the comely ſwain I flew 

Upon the doleful braes of Yarrow. 


Waſh, O waſh his wounds, his wounds in tears, 

His wounds in tears, with dule and ſorrow. 

And wrap his limbs in mourning weids, 35 
And lay him on the braes of Yarrow. 


Then build, then build, ye fiſters ſiſters ſad, 
Ye ſiſters ſad, his tomb with ſorrow, 
And weep around in waeful wile, 


His hapleſs fate on the braes of Yarrow. 40 
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Curſe ye, curſe ye, his uſeleſs uſeleſs ſhield, 
My arm that wrought the deid of ſorrow, 
The fatal ſpear that pierced his breaſt, 
His comely breaſt on the braes of arrow. 


Did I not warn thee not to lue, 1 
And warn from fight.; but to my ſorrow, 

O'er raſhly bald a ſtronger arm 
Thou met'ſt, and fell on the braes of Yarrow. 


Sweet ſmells the birk, green roc, green grows 
the graſs, 
Yallow on Yarrow's banks ia gowan, 50 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, 8 
Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan. 
Flows Yarrow ſweet? as ſweet as ſweet flows 
s weed, 
As green its graſs, its gowan as yellow, 
As ſweet ſmells on its brae the birk, F5 
The apple frae the rock as mellow. 


Fair was thy luve, fair fair indeed thy luve, 
In flowry bands thou him didſt fetter; 
Tho? he was fair and well beluv'd again, 
Than me he never lued thee better. 60 


Buſs ye, then buſk, my bonny bonny bride, 
Euſk ye, buſk ye, my winſome marrow, 

Buſs ye, and lue me on the banks of Tweed, 
And think nae mair on the braes of Yarrow. 
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How can I huſk a winſome marrow ? 
How-lue him on the banks of Tweed, 
That flew my love on the braes of Yarrow, 


O Yarrow fields, let never never rain, 
No dew thy tender bloſſoms cover; 
For there was baſely flain my luve, 
My luve, as he had not been a loyer. 


The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
His purple veſt, twas my awn ſeuing ! 

Ah ! wretched me ! I little kend 75 
He was in theſe to meet his ruin. 


The boy took out his milk-white milk-white feed, 
Unheedful of my dule and ſorrow ; b 
But e'er the toofal of the night 
He lay a corps on the braes of Yarrow. 80 


Much I rejoic'd that waeful waeful day; 
I ſang, my voice the woods returning : 
But lang e'er night, the ſpear was flown 
That flew my love, and left me mourning. 


What can my barbarous barbarous father do, 85 
But with his cruel rage purſue me ? 
My luver's blood is on thy ſpear, 
How can'ft thou, barbarous man, then woo me? 
My happy ſiſters may be may be proud; 
With cruel and ungentle ſcoffin, 90 


— 
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May bid me ſeek on Varrow braes 
My luver nailed in his coffin. 


My brother Douglas may upbraid, 
And firive with threat'ning words to move me: 
My luver's blood is on thy ſpear, 94 
How can'ſt thou ever bid me luve thee. 


Ves, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of luve ? 
With bridal ſheets my body cover ; 

Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door, | 
Let in the expected huſband lover.  1co 


But who the expected huſband huſband is? 

His hands, methinks, are bath'd in ſlaughter ; z 
Ah me! What ghaſtly ſpectre's yon, 

Comes in his pale ſhroud, bleeding after ? 


Pale as he is, here lay him, lay him down, 105 
O lay his cold head on my pillow; 

Tak aff, tak aff theſe bridal weids, 
And crown my careful head with willow. 


Pale tho' thou art, yet beſt, yet beſt beluv'd, 


O could my warmth to life reſtore thee! 110 


Yet lye all night between my brieſts, 
No youth lay ever there before thee. 


Pale pale indeed, O luvely luvely youth, 
Forgive, forgive fo foul a ſlaughter ! 


And lye all night between my breiſts; 11 5 


No youth {hall ever lye there after. 
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A. Return, return, O mournful mournful bride, 
Return and dry thy uſeleſs ſorrow ; 

Thy lover heeds nought of thy ſighs, 
He lyes a corps on the braes of Yarrow. 129 


1 
A. 


* : 


THE BRAES OF YARROW, 


BY MR. LOGAN, 


„Tax braes were bonny, Yarrow ſtream, 
When firſt on them I met my lover, 

75 Thy braes how dreary, Yarrow ſtream : 
„When now thy waves his body coyer ! 

« For ever now, O Yarrow ſtream ! 17 

Thou art to me a ſtream of ſorrow; 

« For never on thy banks ſhall 1 


« Behold my love, the flower of Yarrow. 


« He promis'd me a milk-white ſteed, 

« 'To bear me to his father's bowers 3 10 

He promiſed me a little page, 

«* To 'ſquire me to his father's tow'rs; 

He promiſed me a wedding-ring,— 

« The wedding-day was fix*d to-morrow ;— 

© Now he is wedded to his grave, 15 
« Alas: has watery grave, in Yarrow. 


«> 


Sweet were his words when laſt we met; 
My paſhon I as freely told him 

Claſp'd in his arms, I little thought 

That I ſhould never more behold him! 20 


[29 
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« Scarce was he gone, I ſaw his ghoſt; 
« It vaniſh'd with a ſhriek of ſorrow ; 
„ Thrice did the water-wraith aſcend, 
„And gave a doleful groan thro? Yarrow. 


« His mother from the window look'd, 25 
„With all the longing of a mother; 
His little ſiſter weeping walk'd 
„The green-wood path to meet her brother: 
' They ſought him eaſt, they ſought him weſt, + 
40 They ſought him all the foreſt thorough 5 30 
They only ſaw the cloud of night, 
+ They only heard the roar of Yarrow ! 


No longer from thy window look, I 
* Thou haſt no ſon, thou tender mother! 
„No longer walk, thou lovely maid ! 35 


« Alas, thou haſt no more a brother! 
« No longer ſeek him eaft or weſt, 

And ſearch no more the foreſt thorough : 
„% For wandering in the night ſo dark, 

He fell a lifeleſs corſe in Yarrow. 40 


4 The tear did never leave her cheek, 
No other youth ſhall be my marrow 3 
© I'll ſeek thy body in the ſtream, 
« And then with thee I'll fleep in Yarrow.” ? 


The tear did never leave her cheek, 45. wy 2 


No other youth became her marrow; 
She found his body in the ſtream, 
Aud now with him ſhe ſleeps in Yarrow. 


— 
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THE CHILD OF ELLE. 


Or vonder hill a caſtle ſtands, 
Wi walles and towres bedight; 
And yonder lives the child of Elle, 
A younge and comely knighte. 


The Child of Elle to his garden went, -; 
And flood at his garden pale, 

Whan low, he beheld fair Emmeline's page, 
Come tripping doun the dale. 


The Child of Elle he hy'd him thence, 

Y-w1s he ſtoode not ſtille, 18 
And ſoone he mette fair Emmeline's page 

Come climbing up the hille. 


Now Chriſte thee ſave thou little foot page, 
Now Chriſte thee ſave and ſee; 

Oh tell me how does thy lady gaye, 15 
And what may thy tidings be? 


My lady ſhe is all woe-begone, 
And the teares they fall from her eyne; 
And aye ſhe laments the deadly feude 
Betweene her houſe and thine. ' | 20 


[18 


8 


— 
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And here ſhet ſends thee a filken ſcarfe, 
Bedewde with many a teare ; - 
And bids thee ſometimes think on her 
Who loved thee ſo deare. 
And here ſhee ſends thee a ring of gold, 25 
The laſt boon thou may'ſt have 7 
Ind biddes thee weare it for her ſake 
Whan ſhe is laid in grave. 


For ah ! her gentle heart is broke, - 
And in grave ſoone muſt ſhee bee, 30 
Zith her father hath choſe her a new love, 


And forbidde her to think of thee. 


Her father hath broucht her a carliſh knight, 
Sir John of the north countraye, 

And within three dayes ſhe mult him wedde, 35 
Or he vowes he will her ſlaye. | 


Now hye thee backe, thou little foot page, 
And greet thy ladye from mee. 
And telle her that I, her owne true love, 
Will dye or ſette her free, 40 


Now hye thee backe, thou little foot page, 
And let thy fair ladye know 

This night will I be at her bowre-windowe, 
Betide me weale or woe. 


The boye he tripp'd, the boye he ranne, 45 
He neither ſtint na ſtayd, 


128 Scors SONGS, 


© Vntill he came to fair Emmeline's bowre, 


Whan kneeling downe he ſayd; 


O ladye! I've been wi thy own true love, 
And he greets thee well by mee; 


This night will he bee at thy bowre windowe, 


And die or ſett thee free. 


Now day was gone, and night was come, 
And all were fat aſleep: 

All fave the lady Emmeline, 
Who ſate in her bowre to weepe. 


And ſune ſhe heard her true love's voice, 
Lowe whiſpering at the walle ; 
Awake, awake, my dear ladye, 
'Tis I thy true love call. 


Awake, awake, my lady deare, 
Come mount this fair palfrye ; 

This ladder of ropes will lette thee downe, 
I'll carrye thee hence awaye. 


Now naye, now naye, thou gentle knicht, 
Now naye, this maye not bee; 

For aye ſhould I tine my maiden fame, 
If alone I ſhould wend wi thee. 


O ladye ! thou with a knight ſo true 
May it ſafely wend alone; 
To my lady mother I will thee bring, 
Where marriage ſhall make us one. 


bY 
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« My father he is a baron bolde, 
« Of lynage proud and hye, 
„% And what would he ſay if his daughter 
« Away with a knight ſhould fly? 


„% Ah well I wot he nevir would reft, 
« Nor his meate ſhould do him no goode, 
« Till he had ſlayne thee, Child of Elle, 
And ſeene thy deare heart's bloode.”” 


O! lady, wert thou in thy ſaddle ſet, 
And a little ſpace him fro, 

would not care for thy cruel father, 
Nor the worſt that he could doe. 


0! lady, wert thou in thy ſaddle ſet, 
And once without this walle, 

I would not care for thy cruel father, 
Nor the worſt that might befalle. 


Fair Emmeline figh'd, fair Emmeline wept, 
And aye her heart was woe, 

At lengthe he ſeizde her lilly-white hand, 
And doune the ladder he drewe. 


And thrice he claſpde her to his breſte, 
And &ift her tenderlie 


The tears that fell from her fair eyes 
Ranne like the fountayne free. 
F 
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He mounted himſelfe on his ſteede fo talle, 
And her on a fair palfraye, 
And flung his bugle about his necke, 
And roundlye they rode awaye. 106 


All this beheard her own damſelle, 
n her bed whereas ſhe lay; 

Quoth ſhee, My lord ſhall knowe of this, 
80 I ſhall have gold and fee. 


Awake, awake, thou baron bold! 105 
Awake, my noble dame! 

Your daughter is fled wi the Child of Elle, 
To doe the deede of ſhame. 


'The baron he woke, the baron he roſe, 

And callde his merry men all; 110 
And come thou forth, Sir John the knighte, 

% 'The ladye is carried to thrall.” 


Fair Emmeline ſcant had ridden a mile, 
A mile forth of the towne, 

When ſhe was aware of her father's men 115 
Come galloping over the downe. 


And foremoſt came the carliſh knight, 
Sir John of the north countraye, 

Nowe ſtop, nowe ſtop, thou falſe traitour, 
Nor carry that lady awaye. 120 


20 
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« For ſhe is come of hye lynage, 
« And was of a lady borne; 

„% And ill it beſeems thee a falſe churle's ſonne, 
« To carry her hence to ſcorne.“ 


Now loud thou lyeſt, Sir John the knight, 125 
Nowe thou doeſt lye of me ; 

A knight me gott, and a ladye me * 
Soe never did none by thee. 


But light nowe doune, my lady faire, 

Light down and hold my ſteed, 130 
While I and this diſcourteous knighte 

Do try this arduous deede. 


Fair Emmeline figh'd, fair Emmeline weept, 
And aye her heart was woe; 

White twixt her love and the carliſh knight, 135 
Paſt many a baleful blow. 


The Child of Elle he fought ſoe well, 
As his weapon he wavde amaine, 
That ſoone he had flaine the carliſh knight, 
And layd him upon the playne. 149 


And now the baron and all his men 
Full faſt approached nye, | 
Ah! what may ladye Emmeline doe ? 


Twere now no boote to flye. 
F 2 
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Her lover he put his horne to his mouth, 
And blew both loud and ſhrill, 

And ſoone he ſawe his owne merry men 
Come ryding o'er the hill. 


Now hold thy hand thou bold baron, 
I pray thee hold thy hand; 

Nor ruthleſs rend two gentle hearts 
Faſt knit in true love's band. 


{hy daughter I have dearly lovde, 
Full long and many a day, 
zut with ſuch love as holy kirke 
ilath freelye ſaid wee may. 


O give conſent ſhe may be mine, 
And bleſſe a faithful pare ; 

My lands and livings are not ſmall, 
My houſe and Iynage ſaire. 


My mother ſhe was an erle's 8 
And a noble knight my fire 

The baron he frownde, and turn'd away, 
With meikle dole and ire. 
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Fair Emmeline ſigh'd, fair 3 wept, 165 


And did all trembling Rand ; 
At lengthe ſhe ſprang upon her 1 
And held his lifted hand. | 
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Pardon, my lord and father deare, 

This fair young knight and mee; 170 
Truſt me, but for the carliſh knight, 

I never had fled from thee. 


Oft have you call'd your Emmeline 
Your darling and your joye ; 

O let not then your harſh reſolves 175 
Your Emmeline deſtroye. 


The baron he ftroak'd his dark-broun cheeke, 
And turn'd his head aſyde, 

To wipe away the ſtarting teare 
He proudly ſtrave to hyde. 180 


In deep revolving thought he ſtoode, 
And mus'd a little ſpace; 

Then rais'd fair Emmeline from the grounde, 
With many a fond embrace. | 


Here take her, Child of Elle, he ſayd; 185 


And gave her lillye hand: 
Here take my deare and only child, 
And wi her half my land, 


Thy father once mine honour wrong'd, 
In dayes of youthful pride ; 190 
Do thou the injury repayre 
In fondneſs for thy bride. 
| F 3 
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And as thou love her, and hold her deare, g 
Heaven proſper thee and thine; ES 

And now my bleſſing wend wi” thee, 
My lovely Emmeline. 196 


GILDEROY, 


Gndprgor was a bonny boy, 
Had roſes till his ſhoon ; 
His ſtockings were of filken ſoy, 

Wi garters hanging down. : 3 
It was, I ween, a comelie fight o — 19% ih 
To ſee ſae trim a boy: rho 18 
He was my joy, and heart's delight, 

My handſome Gilderoy. 


O fic twa charming een he had ! 
Breath ſweet as ony roſe : 

He never ware a Highland plaid, 
But coftly ſi*ken clothes. 
He gain'd the luve of ladies gay, | 

Nane e'er to him was coy : ne, oh, ra 
Ah! wae is me, I mourn the day 15 
For my dear Gilderoy. ©1134 * 


My Gilderoy and I were born 
Baith in ae town together 
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We ſcant were ſeven years beforn 
We 'gan to luve ilk ither : 

Our dadies and our mamies thay 
Were fill'd wi mickle joy, 

To think upon the bridal day 
Of me and Gilderoy. 


For Gilderoy, that luve of mine 
Gude faith, I freely bought 
A wedding fark of Holland fine, 
Wi dainty ruffles wrought ; 
And he gied me a wedding ring 

Which I receiv*d wi joy: 
Nae lad nor laſſie e'er could ſing 
Like me and Gilderoy. 


Wi mickle joy we ſpent our prime 
Till we were baith ſixteen, 

And aft we paſt the langſame time 
Amang the leaves ſae green: 
Aft on the banks we'd fit us thair, 

And ſweetly kiſs and toy; 


While he wi garlands deck'd my hair, 


My handſome Gilderoy. 


Oh that he ſtill had been content 
Wi me to lead his life! 

But, ah ! his manfu heart was bent 

| To ſtir in feats of ſtrife: 

And he in many a ventrous deed 


His courage bauld wad try ; 
F 4 
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And now this gars my heart to bleed 
For my dear Gilderoy. 


And when of me his leave he tuik, 
The tears that wat mine ee : | 59 
I gied him fic a parting luik ! 
*« My bennifon gang wi thee ! 
God ſpeed thee weil, mine ain dear heart, 
For gane is all my joy; 
„My heart 1s rent, ſith we maun part, 55 
« My handſome Gilderoy.” 


My Gilderoy, baith far and near 
Was fear'd in every toun 
And bauldly bare awa the gear, 
Of mony a lawland loan. 
For man to man durſt meet him nane, 
He was ſae brave a boy; 
At length wi numbers he was tane, 
My winſome Gilderoy. 


Wae worth the louns that made the laws 65. 
To hang a man for gear; 
3's reave of life for fic a cauſe 
As ftealing horſe or mare 
Had not their laws been made ſae ſtrick 
I ne*er had loſt my joy; 70 
Wi ſorrow ne'er had wat my cheek 
Tor my dear Gilderoy. 


if Cilderoy had done amiſs, 
Ue mought hae baniſat been; 
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Ah what ſair cruelty is this, 75 
To hang ſic handſome men! 
To hang the flower o' Scottiſh land, 
Sae ſweet and fair a boy: 
Nae lady had ſae white a hand | 
As thee, my Gilderoy. 86 , 


Of Gilderoy ſae fear'd they were, 
Wi irons his limbs they ftrung ; 
To Edinborow led him thair, 
And on a gallows hung. 
They hung him high aboon the reft, 8; 
He was ſae bauld a boy ; 
Thair dyed the youth wham I lued beſt, 
My handſome Gilderoy. | 


Sune as he yielded up his breath, 
I bare his corſe away; 99 
Wi tears, that trickled for his death, 
I waſh'd his comelie clay; 
And ſicker in a grave right deep 
I laid the dear lued boy : 
And now for ever I maun weep, * 3s 


My winſome Gilderoy. 
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EDWARD... 


= 


War does your brand fae drap wi bluid, © 


Edward, Edward ? 
Why does your brand ſae drap wi bluid, 
And why ſae ſad gang Ye, O! 
O I hae kill'd my hauk ſae gude; 
Mither, mither : 
OI bas kilPd my hauk ſae gude; 
And J had nae mair but he, O! 


Vour haukis bluid was nevir ſae reid, 
' Edward, Edward. 
Your haukis bluid was nevir ſae reid, 
My deir ſon I telt thee O! 
I hae kill'd my reid roan ſteid, 
Mither, mither : 
OI kia my reid roan ſteid 
| That erſt was fair and frie, O! 


Your ſteid was auld, and ye hae mair, 
Edward, Edward ! 
Your ſteid was auld, and ye hae mair, 
Sum ither dule ye drie, O! 
OT hae kill'd my fadir deir, 
Mither, mither : 


10 


15 
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O I hae kill'd my fadir deir, 
Alas and wae is me, O0!“ 


What penance will ye drie for that, 25 
Edward, Edward ? 
What penance will ye drie for that, 
My deir ſon, now tell me, O! 
I'll ſet my feet in yonder boat, 
Mither, mither : 30 
I'll fet my feet in yonder boat; 
And I'll fare owr the ſea, O ! 


What will ye do wi touirs and ha, 
Edward, Edward ? 
What will ye do wi touris and ha, Is: 
That were ſae fair to ſee, O! 
I'll let them ſtand till they down fa, 
Mither, mither : 
PII let them ſtand till they doun fa, 
For heir I maunae be O! 


What will ye leive to bairns and wife, 
Edward, Edward ? 
What will ye leive to bairns and wife, 
When ye gang owr the ſea, O.! Ee IN 
The warld's room to beg throuch life, 45 FS, = 
Mither, mither : 18 
The warld's room to beg throuch life, 
For them I neir maun ſee, O! 


What will ye leive to your mither deir, 


Edward, Edward? 50 
F & 
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What will you leive to your mither«deir, 
My deir fon, now tell me, O! 


The curſe of hell frae me fall ye beir, 
Mither, mither : 

The curſe of hell frae me fall ye beir, 
Sic counſels ye gied me, O! 


LORD LIVINGSTON. 


« Gram my ſwifteſt ſteid,” ſaid Livingſton, 
« But nane of ye gae wi me; 

For I maun awa by myſel alane 
6% To the foot of the grenewode tree.“ 


Up ſpak his dame wi meikle ſpeid: $ 
« My lord I red ye bide; | 
© I dreim'd a dreiry dreim laſt nicht; 

VNae gude fall you betide.” 


© What fret is this, my lady deir, 
That wald my will gainſtand ?” 10 
I dreim'd that I gaed to my bouir dore, 
And a deid man tuke my hand.” 


„ Suith dreims are ſcant,” ſaid the proud baron, 
And leuch wi jearing ghe ; 

* But for this ſweit kiſs my winſum dame 15 

Neiſt time dreim better o' me. 
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« For I hecht to meit with lord Rothmar, 
« To chaſe the fallow deer ; 
« And ſpeid we weil, by the hour o nune, 
We fall return bot feir.“ 20 


Frae his fair lady's ſicht he ſtrave 
His ettling ſae to hide; 

But frae the grenewode he came nae bath 
Sin eir that deidly tide. 


For Rothmar met him there bot fail, 25 
And bluidy was the ſtrife ; 

Lang eir the nunetide meſs was rung, 
They baitk war twin'd o' life. 


« Forgie, forgie me, Livingſton : 

„That I lichtly ſet by your dame; 30 
4 For ſurely in a' the warld lives not 

« A lady mair free frae blame. 


« Accurſed be my lawles luve 
% That wrocht us baith fic tein ! 

« As I forgie my friend anes deir, _ 35 
« Sae may I be forgien. 


4 Thouch ye my counſeil ſold ha tane 

The gate of gyle to eſchew ; 
Vet may my ſaul receive ſic grace 

As I now gie to you.” F 4© 
The lady-in her mournfu bovir 

Sat wi richt heavy cheir. 


— — 
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In ilka ſough that the laigh wind gied, 
She weind her deir lord to heir. 


Whan the ſun gaed down, and mirk nicht came» 
O teirfu were hir eyne! 46 
I feir, I feir, it was na for nocht 
« My dreims were ſac dowie yeſtrene !“ 


Lang was the nicht ; but whan the morn cam, 


She ſaid to her menzie ilk ane; 50 
© Haſte, ſaddle your ſteids, and ſeik the grene- 
wode, 


“ For I feir my deir lord is ſlain.“ 


Richt ſune they fand their lord and Rothmar 
Deid in ilk ither's arm: 

] gueſs, my deir lord, that luve of my name 55 
« Alane brocht thee to fic harm. 


« Neir will I forget they ſeimly meid, 
Nor yet thy gentle luve ; 
« For ſevin lang yeirs my weids of black 
„ That I luv'd thee as weil fall pruve.“ 6s 


1 


WILLIAM'S GHAIST. 


* 
Trax came a ghaiſt to Marg'ret's door, 
With many a grievous groan, 
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And ay he tirled at the pin, 
But anſwer made ſhe none. 


Is that my father Phillip ? 
Or is't my brother John ? 
Or is't my true love Willie 
From Scotland new come home. 


'Tis not thy father Phillip, 
Nor yet thy brother John; 

But 'tis thy true love Willie, 
From Scotland new come home. 


O ſweet Marg'ret ! O dear Marg'ret ! 
1 pray thee ſpeak to me; 


Give me my faith and troth, Marg'ret !- 


As I gave it to thee. 


Thy faith and troth thou's never get, 
Nor yet will I thee lend, | h 

Till that thou come within my bower, 
And kiſs my cheek and chin. 


If I ſhould come within thy bower, 


I am no earthly man 
And ſhould I kiſs thy rofy lips, 
Thy days would x not be _—_ 


O ſweet Marg'ret! O dear Marg' ret! 
I pray thee ſpeak to me; 


Give me my faith and troth, — os | 


As I gave it to thee. 
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Thy faith and troth thou's never get, 
Nor yet will I thee lend, | 

Till you take me to yon kirk-yard, 
And wed me with a ring. 


My bones are buried in yon kirk-yard, 
Afar beyond the ſea ; © 

And. it is but my ſp'rit, Marg'ret, 
That's now ſpeaking to thee. 


She ſtretched out her lily-white hand, 


And for to do her beft ; 
Hae, there's your faith and troth, Willie ; 
God ſend your ſaul good reit! 


Now ſhe has kilted ber robes of green 
A piece below her knee, 


And a' the live-lang winter-night 


The dead corpſe follow'd ſhe. 


Is there any room at your head, Willie, 
Or any room at your feet, 

Or any room at your fide, Willie, 
Wherein that I may creep ? 


There is no room at my head, Marg'ret, 
There's no room at my feet, 

There's no room at my fide, Marg' ret, 

My coffin's made ſo meet. 


Then up and crew the red cock, 
And up then crew the gray, 
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Tis time, 'tis time, my dear Marg'ret, 55 
That you were going away. 


No more the ghaiſt to Marg'ret ſaid, 
But, with a grievous groan, 
Evaniſh'd in a cloud of miſt, 
And left her all alone. 


O ſtay, my only true love, ftay, 
The conſtant Marg'ret cry'd ; 

Wan grew her cheeks, ſhe clos'd her een, 
Stretch'd her ſoft limbs, and dy'd. 


WILLIAM AND MAAGARET. 


' F'was at the fearful midnight hour, 
When all were faſt aſleep, 

In glided Marg'ret's grimly ghoſt, 

Lend ficod at William's feet. 


Her face was pale like April morn, 5 
Clad in a wintry cloud; 

And clay «id was her lily-hand 
That held her ſable ſhroud. 


So ſhall the faireſt face appear, 
When youth and years are flown : 0 
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Such is the robe that kings muſt wear, 
When death has reft their crown. 
| U 
Her bloom was like the ſpringing flower, 
That ſips the ſilver dew; 
The roſe was budded in her cheek, 13 H 


Juſt op'ning to the view: 


A 
But love had, like the canker-worm, 
Conſum'd her early prime: 
The roſe grew pale, and left her cheek ; 1 
She dy'd before her time. 
I 
Awake ! ſhe end, thy true love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave 
Now let thy pity hear the maid, 2 


Thy love refus'd to ſave. 


This is the dumb and dreary hour, 
When mjur'd ghoſts complain, 
And aid the ſecret fears of night, 
To fright the faithleſs man, 


Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledg'd and broken oath, 
And give me back my maiden-vow, 

And give me back my troth. 


How could you ſay my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake ? 

How could you win my virgin-heart, 35 
Yet leave that heart to break ? 
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Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep ? 
Why ſaid you that my eyes were bright, 
Yet left theſe eyes to weep ? 40 


How could you ſwear my lip was ſweet 
And made the ſcarlet pale ? 

And why did I, young witleſs maid, 
Believe the flatt'ring tale? 


That face, alas! no more is fair; 45 
Theſe lips no longer red; ; 
Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death, 
And every charm 1s fled, 


The hungry worm my fiſter is; 
This winding-ſheet I wear : vo 
And cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till that laſt morn appear. 


But hark —the cock has warn'd me hence 
A long and late adieu! 

Come ſee, falſe man! how low he lyes, 58 
That dy'd for love of you. 


The lark ſung out, the morning ſmil'd, 
And rais'd her gliſtning head ; 

Pale William quak'd in every limb, . | 
Then, raving, left his bed, && 
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He hy'd him to the fatal place 
Where Marg'ret's body lay, 

And ſtretch'd him o'er the green graſs- turf 
That wrapp'd her breathleſs clay. 


And thrice he call'd on Marg'ret's name. 6; 
And thrice he wept full ſore 

Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, 
And word ſpoke never more. 


WALY, WALY. 


C} wary waly up the bank, 
And waly waly down the brae, 
And waly waly by yon burn-fide, 
Where I and my love were wont to gae, 


I leant my back unto an aik, $ 


I thought it was a truſtie trie; 
But firſt it bow'd, and ſyne it brake, 
And ſae my true love did lyghtlie me. 


O waly waly gin love be bonny, 

A little time while it is new; 
But when its auld, it waxeth cauld, 
And fades awa' like morning-dey. 
O whereſore ſhu'd I buſk my head? 


O wherefore ſhu'd I kame my hair? 
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For my true love has me forſook, 15 
And ſays he'll never loe me mair. 


Now Arthur-feat fall be my bed, 

The ſheits fall neir be fyl'd by me: 
bs Saint Anton's wall fall be my drink, 
Since my true love has forſaken me. 20 

Marti'mas wind, whan wilt thou blaw, 
And ſhake the green leaves aff the trie? 

G gentle death, whan wilt thou cum? 
For of my life I am wearie, 


Tis not the froſt that freezes fell, 25 
Nor blawing ſnaw's inclemencie ; 
'Tis not fick cauld that makes me cry, 
But my love's heart grown cauld to me. 
Whan we came in by Glaſgow town, 
We were a comely fight to ſee ; 30 
My love was cled i' th” black velvet, | 
And I myſell in cramaſie. 


ut had I wiſt before I kiſst, 
That love had been ſae ill to win, 
J had lockt my heart in a caſe of gowd, 35 
And pinn'd it wr a filler pin. 
Oh, oh! if my young babe were borne, 
And ſet upon the nurſe's knee, 
And I myſell were dead and gone, 
For a maid again I'll never be ! 
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WILLIE'S DROWN'D IN YARROW. 


Wurn's rare, and Willie's fair, 
And Willie's wondrous bonny, 
And Willie hecht to marry me, 
Gin e'er he married ony. 


Yeſtreen I made my bed fu? braid, 
This night I'll make it narrow; 

For a' the live lang winter-night 
I'll ly twin'd of my marrow. 


O came you by yon water: ſide? 
Pu'd you the roſe or lily ? 

Or came you by yon meadow-green ? 
Or ſaw ye my ſweet Willie ? 


She ſought him eaſt, ſhe ſought him weſt, 
She ſought him braid and narrow ; 
Syne in the cleaving of a craig 


She found him drown'd in Yarrow, 


15 
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BOTH WELL. 


4 


As BoruweLL was elect in che lowlands alane 
Hey down, and a down, 
He met fix ladies ſae gallant and ow, 
Hey down, and a down *, | 
He caſt his lot amang them a', 5 
And on the youngeſt his lot did fa'. 
He's brought her frae her mother's bower, 
Unto his ſtrongeſt caſtle and tower. 
But ay ſhe cry'd and made great moan, 
And ay the tear came trickling down. 10 
Come up, come up, ſaid the foremoſt man; 
I think our bride comes ſlowly on. 


O Lady, fits your ſaddle awry ? 
Or is your ſteed for you owre high? 


My ſaddle is not ſet awry, 15 
Nor carries me my ſteed owre high: 

But I am weary of my life, 

Since I maun be Lord Bothwell's wife. 

He's blawn his horn ſae ſharp and ſhrill, 

Up ſtart the deer on every hill. 20 | | 
He's blawn his horn ſae lang and loud, | 
Up ſtart the deer in gude green wood. 1 
His Lady mother lookit owre the caſtle wa), 
And ſhe ſaw them riding ane and a'. 


The Chorus repeated at the end of each line, 
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She's call'd upon her maids by ſeven, 25 
To mak his bed baith ſaft and even : | 
She's call'd upon her cooks by nine, 

To make their dinner fair and fine. 

When day was gane, and night was come, 
What ails my love on me to frown ? 30 
Or does the wind blow in your glove? 

Or runs your mind on another love; 


Nor blows the wind within my glove, 


Nor runs my mind on another love; 
But I not maid nor maiden am, 35 
For I'm wi' bairn to another man, 


I thought I'd a maiden ſae meek and ſae mild, 


But I've nought but a woman wi' child. 
His mother's taen her up to a tower, 
And lockit her in her fecret hower : 
Now, doughter mine, come tell to me, 
Wha's bairn this is that you are wi“? | 
O mother dear, I canna learn 4 
Wha is the father of my bairn : 

But as I walk'd in the lowlands my lane, 45 


I met a gentleman gallant and fine; 


He keepit me there ſac late and ſae lang, 

Frae the ev'ning late till the morning dawn, 
And a' that he geid me to my propine, 

Was a pair of green gloves and a gay gold ring 
Three lauchters of his yellow hair, 51 
In caſe that we ſhou'd meet nae mair, 

His Lady Mother went down the ſtair. 

Now lon, now ſon, come tell to me, 

Where's the green gloves I gave to thee, 
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] gied to a lady ſae fair and fo fine, 

The green gloves and a gay gold ring; 

But I wad gie my caſtles and towers, 

] had that lady within my bowers: 

But I wad gie my very life, 60 
[ had that lady to be my wife. 

Now keep, now keep your caſtles and towers, 
You have that lady within your bowers; 

Now keep, now keep your very life, 

You have that lady to be your wite. 7H 
O row my lady in ſattin and filk, 

And waſh my fon in the morning milk. 


FAIR MARGARET AND SWEET WILLIAM. 


As it fell out on a long ſummer's day 
Two lovers they fat on a hill ; 

They fat together a long ſummer's day, 
And could not talk their fill. 


| ſee no harm by you, Margaret, 5 
And you ſee none by mee: 
Before to- morrow at eight o'clock 


A rich wedding you ſhall ſee. 
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Fair Margaret fate in her bower-window, 

A combing of her hair; IC 
She ſpy'd Sweet William and his beide, 

As they were a riding near. 


Down the lay'd her ivory combe, 
And up ſhe bound her hair; 

She went ker way forth of the bower, 9 
But never more came there. 


When day was gone, and night was come, 
And all men faſt aſleep, 
There came the ſpirit of fair Marg'ret. 


And food at William's feet. 20 


God give you joy, you lovers true, 
In bride- bed faſt aſleep; 

Lo! I am going to my green-graſs grave, 
And I'm in my winding: ſheet, 


When day was come, and night was gone, 25 
And all men wak'd from ſle ep, 

Sweet William to his lady ſay'd, 
My dear, I have cauſe to weep. 


n 
I dreamt a dream, my dear lady, 
\ 
Such dreames are never good; 30 
I dreamt my bower was full of red ſwine, 
And my bride-bed full of blood. 1 


| Such dreams, ſuch dreams, my honoured Sir, 
They never do prove good ; 
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To dream thy bower was full of red ſwine, 35 
And thy bride- bed full of blood. 


He called up his merry men all, 
By one, by two, and by three: 
Saying, I'll away to Fair Marg'ret's bower. 
By the leave of my lady. 49 


And when he came to fair Marg'ret's bower, 
He knocked at the ring 

So ready were her ſeven brethren 
To let ſwegt William in. 


Then he turned up the covering-ſheet, 45 
Pray let me ſee thee dead; 

Methinks ſhe does look pale and wan, 
She has loſt her cherry red. 


I'll do more for thee, Margaret. 

Than any of thy kin ; 50 
For I will kiſs thy pale wan lips, 

Though a ſmile I cannot win. 


With that beſpake the ſeven brethren, 
Making moſt piteous mone : 

You may go kiſs your jolly brown bride, 55 
And let our fiſter alone. 


It I do kifs my jolly brown bride, 
I do but what is right ; 
| G 2 
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For I made no vow to your ſiſter dear, 


By day, nor yet by night. 


Pray tell me then how much you'll deal 
Of your white bread and your wine ; 
So much as is dealt at the funeral to-day, 
To morrow ſhall be dealt at mine. 


Fair Margaret dyed to-day, to-day, 
Sweet William dyed the morrow : 
Fair Margaret dyed for pure true love, 

Sweet William dyed for ſorrow. 


| Margaret was buryed in the lower chancel, 
Aud William in the higher: 
Out of her breaſt there ſprang a roſe, 
And out of his a briar. 


They grew as high as the church-top, 
Till they could grow no higher; 

And there they grew in a true lover's knot, 
Made all the folke admire. 


| Then came the clerk of the pariſh, 
= As you this truth ſhall hear, 

- And by misfortune cut them down, 
«1 Or they had ſtill been there. 
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FINE FLOWERS O' THE VALLEY. 


Tuenz was three ladies in a ha', 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 


There came three lords amang them a', 


The red, green, and the yellow. 


The firſt of them was clad in red, 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 
O lady fair, will ye be my bride ? 


Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


The ſecond of them was clad in green, 


Fine flowers i' the valley; 
O lady fair, will ye be my queen ? 


Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


The third of them was clad in yellow, 


Fine flowers i' the valley; 
O lady fair, will ye be my marrow ? 


WY! the red, green, and the yellow. 


You mult aſk my father dear, 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 
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Likewiſe the mother that did me bear, 
WY the red, green, and the yellow. 


You mult aſk my ſiſter Ann, 

| Fine flowers i' the valley; 

And not forget my brother John, 
WY the red, green, and the yellow. 


I have aſk't thy father dear, 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 25 
Likewiſe the mother that did thee bear, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow, 


T have aſk't thy fitter Au 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 
But I forgot thy brother John, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


Her father led her through the ha', 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 
Her mother danc'd before them a', 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 35 


Her ſiſter Ann led her through the cloſe, 
Pine flowers i' the valley; 
Her brother John put her on her horſe, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


You are high and I am low, 


Fine flowers i' the valley; 
Let me have a kiſs before you go, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 
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She was louting down to kiſs him ſweet, 

Fine flowers i' the valley; 45 
Wi' his penknife he wounded her deep, 

WY the red, green, and the yellow. 


O lead me over into yon ſtile, 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 

That I may ſtop and breathe a while, 56 
WY the red, green, and che yellow. 


O lead me over into yon ſtair, 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 
For there I'll ly and bleed nae mair, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. $5 


O what will you leave your father dear? 
Fine flowers i'“ the valley; 

That milk-white ſteed that brought me here, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


O what will you leave your mother dear ? 6 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 

The filken gown that I did wear, 
WY the red, green, and the yellow. 


What will you leave your ſiſter Ann ? 
Fine flowers i' the valley; | 65 

My filken ſnood and golden fan, 

Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 
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What will you leave your brother John * 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 

The higheſt gallows to hing him on: 70 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


What will you leave your brother John's wife? 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 

Grief and ſorrow to end her life, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 75 


What will you leave your brother John's bairns ? 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 

The world wide for them to range, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


she louted down to gie a kiſs, 80 


With a hey and a lily gay; 
He ſtuck his penknife in her haſs, 
And the role it ſwells fo ſweetly. 


Ride up, ride up, cry'd the foremoſt man, 
With a hey and a lily gay; 

I think our bride locks pale and wan, 
And the roſe it ſmells ſo {weetly. 
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MAY COLVIN. 


Farse Sir John a wooing came, 
To a maid of beauty fair 

May Colvin was this lady's name, 
Her father's only heir. 


He woo'd her butt, he woo'd her ben, 
He woo'd her in the ha', 

Until he got this lady's conſent, 
To mount and ride awa. 


He went down to her father's bower, 
Where all the ſteids did ſtand, 

And. he's taken one of the beſt ſteeds 
That was in her father's hand. 


He's got on, and ſhe's got on, 
And faſt as they could flee, 
Until they came to a loneſome part, 


A rock by the fide of the ſea. 


Loup off the ſteid, ſays falſe Sir John, 
Your bridal bed you ſee, 


For I have drowned ſeven young ladies 


The eight ane you ſhall be. 
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Caſt off, caſt of, my May Colvin, 
All, and your ſilken gown, 

For it's o'er good, and o'er coſtly, 
To rot in the falt ſea foam. 


Caſt off, caſt of, my May Colvin, | 25 
All, and your embroidered ſhune, 

For they are o'er good and o'er coſtly, 
To rot in the ſalt ſea foam. 


O turn you about, O falſe Sir John, 
And look to the leaf of the tree, 30 
Tor it never became a gentleman, 
A naked woman to ſee. 


He turn'd himſelf ſtraight round about, 
To look to the leaf of the tree, 

So ſwift as May Colvin was 35 
To throw him in the ſea. 


O help, O help, my May Colvin, 


O help, or elſe I'll drown : * 
I'll take you hame to your father's bower, 

And ſet you down ſafe and foung. 40 
No help, no help, you falſe Sir John, f 


No help, nor pity thee; 
Though ſeven kings danghters you have drown'd, 
But the eighth ſhall not be me. 


So ſhe went on her father's ſteed, 45 
As ſwift as ſhe could flee, 
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And ſhe cam hame to her father's bower, 


Before it was break of day. 


Up then ſpak the pretty parrot ; 
May Colvin where have you been ? 
What has become of falſe Sir John, 
That woo'd you ſo late the ſtreen ? 


He woo'd you butt, he woo'd you ben, 
He woo'd you in the ha?, 

Until he got your own conſent 
For to mount and gang awa'. 


O hold your tongue, my pretty parrot, 
Lay not the blame upon me ; 

Your cup ſhall be of the flowered gold, 
Your cage of the root of the tree. 


Up then ſpake the king himſelf, 

In the bed chamber where he lay, 
What ails the pretty parrot 

That prattles ſo long e'er day? 


There came a cat to my cage door, 
It almoſt worried me, 

And I was calling on May Colvin 
To take the cat from me. 
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THE WEE WEE MAN. | 


As I was walking all alone, 
Between a water and a wa', 


And there I ſpy'd a wee wee man, 
And he was the leaſt that e'er I ſaw. 


His legs were ſcarce a ſhathmont's length, 5 
And thick and thimber was his thigh, 
Between his brows there was a ſpan, 
And between his ſhoulders there was three. 


He took up a meikle ſtane, 
And he flang't as far as I could ſee, x0 


Though I had been a Wallace tight, 
I coudna liften't to my knee. 


O wee wee man, but thou be ſtrong, 
O tell me where thy dwelling be? 
My dwelling's down at yon bonny bower, 15 
O will you go with me and ſee ? 


On we lap, and awa we rade, 
\ Till we carne to yon bonny green; 
We ”lighted down for to bait our horſe, 
And out there came a lady fine. 20 
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Four-and-twenty at her back, 
And they were a' clad out in green, 

Though the King of Scotland had been there, 
The warſt o' them might ha' been his queen, 


On we lap, and awa we rade, 25 
Till we came to yon bonny ha?, 

Where the roof was o' the beaten gould, 
And the floor was o' the cryſtal a'. 


When we came to the ſtair ſoot, 

Ladies were dancing jimp and ſma? ; 30 
But in the twinklivng of an exe, 

My wee wee man was clean awa'. 


SIR HUGH. 


A“ Tus boys of merry Linkim, 
War playing at the ba', 

An up it ſtands him ſweet Sir Hugh, 
The flower among them a?. 


He keppit the ba' than wi' his foot, 5 
And catcht it wi his knee, 
And even in at the Jew's window, 


He gart the bonny ba? flee, 
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Caſt out the ba? to me, fair maid, 80 
Caſt out the ba” to me. 10 

Ah never a bit of it, ſhe ſays, 
Till ye come up to me. F 


Come up, ſweet Hugh, come up, dear Hugh, FE 
Come up and get the ba”. | 
I winna come, I mayna come, 15 


Without my bonny boys a'. 


Come up, ſweet Hugh, come up, dear Hugh, 
Come up, and ſpeak to me; 

I mayna come, I winna come, 
Without my bonny boys three. 20 


She's taen her to the Jew's garden, ] 
Whar the graſs grew lang and green, 
She's pu'd an apple red and white, 
To wyle the bonny boy 1n. 


| 


She's wyl'd him in through ae chamber, 25 
She's wyl'd him in through twa, 

She's wyl'd him till hir ain chamber, 
The flower out owr them a'. 


She's laid him on a dreſſin board, 
Whar ſhe did often dine, 30 
She ſtack a penknife to his heart, 

And dreſs'd him like a ſwine. 


She row'd him in a cake of lead, 
Bade him ly ſtill and ſleep, 


$SCOTS SONGS, 159 


dhe threw him i' the Jew's draw-well, 35 
It was fifty fathom deep. 


Whan bells were rung, and maſs was ſung, 
And a' man bound to bed, 
Every lady got hame her ſon, 
But ſweet fir Hugh was dead. 40 


BONNY MAY. 


Ir was on an ev'ning ſae ſaft and ſae clear, 
A bonny laſs was milking the kye, 
And by came a troup of gentlemen, 


And rode the bonny. laſſie by. 


Then one of them ſaid unto her, 5 
Bonny laſs, pry'thee ſhew me the way. 

O if I do ſae it may breed me wae, 
For langer I dare nae ſtay. 


But dark and miſty was the night 
Before the bonny laſſie came hame ; re 
Now where hae you been, my ae doughter? 
I am ſure you was nae your lane. 


O father, a tod has come o'er your lamb ; 
A gentleman of high degree, 
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And ay whan he ſpake, he lifted his hat, 
And bonny bonny blinkit his ee. 


Or e'er fix months were paſt and gan e, 
Six months but and other three, 


The laſſie begud for to fret and to frown, 


And think lang for his blinkin ee. 


O wae be to my father's ſhepherd, 
An ill death may he die; 

He bigged the bughts ſae far frae hame, 
And tryited a gentleman to me, 


It fel upon another fair evening, 
The bonny laſſie was milking her ky, 
And by came the troop of gentlemen, 
And rode the bonny laſſie by. 


Then one of them ſtopt, and ſaid to her, 
Wha's aught that baby ye are wi'? 
The laſſie began for to bluth, and think 

To a father as good as ye. 


O had your tongue, my bonny May, 
Sae loud I hear you lie; 

O dinnae you mind the miſty night 
1 was in the bught wi thee. 


Now he's cor» af his milk-white ſteed, 
And he has taen her hame: 
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Now let your father bring hame the ky, 
You ne'er mair ſhall ca' them agen. 40 


am a lord of caſtles and towers, 
Wi fifty ploughs of land and three, 
And I have gotten the bonnieſt laſs 
That is in this countrie. 44 


MACPHERSON'S RANT. » 


Tee ſpent my time in rioting, 
Debauch'd my health and ftrength ; 
I've pillag'd, plunder'd, murdered 
But now, alas ! at length, 
I'm brought to puniſhment direct, 5 
Pale death draws near to me; 
This end I never did project, 
To hang upon a tree. 


To hang upon a tree! a tree! 
That curs'd unhappy death! 15 
Like to a wolf to worried be, 
And choaked in the breath. 
My very heart would ſurely break, 
When this I think upon, 
Did not my courage ſingular, 15 
Eid penſive thoughts begone. 
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No man on earth that draweth breath, 
More courage had than I ; 

I dar'd my foes unto their face, 
And would not from them fly; 

This grandeur ſtout, I did keep out, 
Like Hector manfullie: 

Then wonder one like me, ſo ſtout, 
Should hang upon a tree. 


Th' Egyptian band I did command, 
With courage more by far, 
Than ever did a general 
His ſoldiers in the war. 


Being fear'd by all, both great and ſmall, 
I liv'd moſt joyfullie: 

O ! curſe upon this fate of mine, 
To hang upon a tree. 


As for my life, I do not care, 
If juſtice would take place, 

And bring my fellow plunderers 
Unto this ſame diſgrace. 

For Peter Brown, that notour loon, 
Eſcap'd and was made free ; 

O! curſe upon this fate of mine, 

To hang upon a tree. 


Both law and juſtice buried are, 
And fraud and guile ſucceed ; 
The guilty pals unpuniſhed, 
If money intercede.. 


30 


33 


40 


; SCOTS SONGS. | 163 
The Laird of Grant, that Highland faint, 45 | 
His mighty majeſtie, 
He pleads the cauſe of Peter Brown, 
And lets Macpherſon die. 


The deſt'ny of my life contriv'd 
By thoſe whom I oblig'd, 50 
Rewarded me much ill for good, 
And left me no refuge. 
25 For Braco Duff, in rage enough, 
He firſt laid hands on me; 
And if that death would not prevent, 55 
Avenged would I be. 


30 As for my life, it is but ſhort, 


When I ſhall be no more; 
To part with life I an- ol 

As any heretofore. - 1 60 
Therefore, good people all, take heed, 

This warning take by me, 
According to the lives you lead, 


Rewarded you ſhall be. 


GILLICRANKIE. 


Caves, and his Highlandmen, 
Came down upo' the raw, man, 
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Who being ſtout, gave mony a clout; 
The lads began to claw then. 

With ſword and terge into their hand, 8 
Wi which they were nae flaw, man, 

Wi mony a fearful heavy ſigh, 
The lads began to claw then. 


Oer buſh, o'er bank, o'er ditch, o'er ſank, 
She flang amang them a', man; 

The Butter-box got mony . 
Their riggings paid for a' then. 

They got their paiks, wi ſudden ſtraiks, 
Which to their grief they ſaw, man: 0 

Wi clinkum clankum o'er their crowns, 15 


Ihe lads began to ſa' then. 


Hur Kipt eapt about, , 
And flang chem a', man; | | 


The Engliſh blades. got broken heads, | 
Their crowns were cleav'd in twa then, 20 
The durk and door made their laſt hour, 
And prov'd their final fa', man; 
They thought the devil had been there, 
That play'd them fic a paw then. 


The ſolemn league and covenant 25 
Came whigging up the hills, man; 

Thought Highland trews durſt not refuſe 
For to ſubſcribe their bills then. 

In Willie's name, they thought nae ane 
Durſt ſtop their courſe at a', man, 
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But hur nane ſell, wi mony a knock, 
Cry'd, Furich-Whigs awa' man. 

Sir Evan Du, and his men true, 
Came linking up the brink, man; 

The Hogan Dutch they feared ſuch, 
They bred a horrid ſtink then. 

'The true Maclean, and his fierce men, 
Came in amang them a' man; 

Nane durſt withftand his heavy hand, 
All fled and ran awa' then. 


Ol on a rt, Oh on a ri, 
Why ſhould ſhe loſe King Shames, man ? 
0h" rig in di, Ol rig in di, 
She ſhall break a' her banes then 
With ſaurichiniſb, an' ſtay a while, 
And ſpeak a word or twa, man, 
She's gi' a ſtraike, out o'er the neck, 
Before ye win awa' then. | 


O fy for ſhame, ye're three for ane, 
Hur nane:ſell's won the day, man. 

King Shames? red-coats ſhould be hung up, 
Becauſe they ran awa? then 

Had bent their brows, like Highland trows, 
And made as lang a ſtay, man, 

They'd ſav'd their king, that ſacred thing, 
And Willic'd ran awa? then, 
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TRANENT MUIR. 


Tux Chevalier, being void of fear, 
Did march up Briſle brae, man, 
And thro' Tranent, e'er he did ſtent, 5 
As faſt as he could gae, man: | 
While General Cope did taunt and mock, 5 
W1 mony a loud huzza, man: 
But e'er next morn proclaim'd the cock, 
We heard another craw, man. 


The brave Lochiel, as I heard tell, 
Led Camerons on in clouds, man : 10 
The morning fair, and clear the air, 
They loos'd with deviliſh thuds, man; 
Down guns they threw, and ſwords they drew; 
And ſoon did chace them aff, man ; 
On Scaton Crafts they buft their chafts, 15 
And gart them rin like daft, man. 


The buff dragoons ſwore blood and '%ons, 
They'd make the rebels run, man; 
And yet they flee when them they ſee, 
And winna fire a gun, man. 20 
They turn'd their back, the foot they brake, 


Such terror ſeiz'd them a', man; 
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Some wet their cheeks, ſome fyl'd their breeks, 
And ſome for fear did fa", man. 


The volunteers prick'd up their ears, 1 
And vow gin they were crouſe, man; 
But when the bairns ſaw't turn to earn'ſt, 
They were not worth aslouſe, man; 
Maiſt feck gade hame; O fy for ſhame ! 
They'd better ſtaid awa', man, 30 
Than wi' cockade to make ads 
And do nae good at a', man. 
M h the great, when herſell ſhit, 
Un'wares did ding him o'er, man, 
Vet wad nae ſtand to bear a hand, 35 
But aff fou faſt did ſcour, man; 
O'er Soutra hill, e'er he ſtood ſtill, 
Before he taſted meat, man: 
Troth he may brag of his ſwift nag, 
That bare him aff ſae fleet, man. 40 


And 8 n keen to clear the een 
O rebels far in wrang, man; 
Did never ſtrive wi' piſtols five, 
But gallop'd with the thrang, man; 
He turn'd his back, and in a crack, 45 
Was cleanly out of ſight, man; 
And thought it beſt; it was nae jeſt 
Wi' Highlanders to fight, man. 


Mangſt a' the gang nane bade the bang 
But twa, and ane was tane, man; 50 


1 
} 


- - — — ND * 
- - nd —ů — 
* 
— 


Fell ſkelps he got, was war than ſhot, 


He made ſick haſte, ſac ſpur'd his beaſt, 
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For Campbell rade, but Myrie ſtaid, Tl 
And fair he paid the kain, man ; 


Frae the ſharp-edg*d claymore, man; 

Frae many a ſpout came running out 
His reeking-het red gore, man. 

But Gard'ner brave did ſtill behave 
Like to, a hero bright, man ; 

His courage true, like him were few 
That ſtill deſpiſed flight, man; 

For King and laws, and country's cauſe, 
In Honour's bed he lay, man 

His life, but not his courage, fled, 
While he had breath to draw, man. 


And Major Bowle that worthy ſoul, 
Was brought down to the ground, man ; 
His horſe being ſhot, it was his lot 
For to get mony a wound, man; 
Lieutenant S h, of Iriſh birth, 
Frae from he call'd for aid, man, 
Being full of dread, lap o'er his head, 
And wadna be gainſaid, man, 


Twas little there he ſaw, man 
To Berwick rade, and ſafely ſaid, 

The Scots were rebels a', man; 
But let that end, for well 'tis kend 

His uſe and wont to lie, man; Bo 
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The Teague is naught, he never faught, 
When he had room to flee, man, 


And Caddell dreſt, amang the reſt, 
With gun and good claymore, man 
On gelding grey he rode that way, 
With piſtols ſet before, man 
The cauſe was good, he'd ſpend his blood, 
Before that he would yield, man ; 
But the night before he left the cor, 
And never fac'd the field, man, 


But gallant Roger, like a ſoger, 
Stood and bravely fought, man 
Im wae to tell, at laſt he fell, 
But mae down wi' him brought, man. 
At point of death, wi' his laſt breath, 
(Some ſtanding round in ring, man), 
On's back lying flat, he wav'd his hat. 
And cry'd, God ſave the King, man, 


Some Highland rogues, like hungry dogs, 
Neglecting to purſue, man, 
About they fac'd, and in great hafte 
Upon the booty flew, man ; 
And they as gain, for all their pain, 
Are deck'd wi' ſpoils of war, man; 
Fow bald can tell how her nainſell 
Was nc'er ſae pra before, man. 
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At the thorn tree, which you may ſee 
Beweſt the meadow-mill, man, 
There mony ſlain lay on the plain; 
The clans purſuing ſtill, man, 110 
Sick unco hacks, and deadly whacks, 
I never ſaw the like, man. 
Loft hands and heads colt them their deads, 
That fell near Prefton-dyke, man. 


That afternoon, when a' was done, 115 
I gaed to ſee the fray man, 
But had I wiſt what after paſt, 
I'd better ſtaid away, man 
On Seaton's ſands, wi' nimble hands, 
They pic'd my pockets bare, man: 129 
But I wiſh ne'er to drie ſick fear, 
For a' the ſum and mair, man. 


— — . —— j7i— ̃— ꝰ -—Zũðàl. + 


h 
| 


SHERIFF-MUIR, 


Turax's fome ſay that we wan, 
Some ſay that they wan, 

Some ſay that nane wan at a' man; 
5 But one thing I'm ſure, 

That at Sheriff-muir, 5 
A battle there was, which I ſaw, man; 

And we ran, and they ran, and they ran, and 
we ran, and we ran, and they ran awa man: 
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Brave Argyle and Belhaven, 
Not like frighted L n, 10 
Which Rothes and Haddington ſaw man; 
For they all with Wightman 
Advanced on the right, man, 
While others took flight, being raw, man, 
And we ran, and they ran, &c. CET 


Lord Roxburgh was there, 
In order to ſhare 
With Douglas, who ſtood not in awe, man, 
Volunteerly to ramble 
With Lord Loudon Campbell, 20 
Brave Hay did ſuffer for a', man, 
And they ran, and we ran, &c. 


Sir John Schaw, that great knight, 
With broad ſword moſt bright, 
On horſeback he ſtrangely did charge, man, 25 
An hero that's bold, 
None could him with-hold, 
He ſtoutly encounter'd the targemen, 


And we ran, and they ran, &c. 


For the cowardly W m, 30 
For fear they ſhould cut him, 

Seeing glittering broad-ſwords with a paw, man, 
And that in ſuch thrang 
Made Baird edicang, 

And from the brave clans ran awa', man. 35 

And we ran, and they ran, &c. 
H 2 
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Brave Mar and Panmure 
Were firm J am ſure, 
The latter was kidnapt awa, man. 
With briſk men about, 
Brave Harry retook 
His brother, and laught at them a', man. 
And we ran, and they ran, &c. 


Grave Marſhal and Lithgow, 
And Glengary's pith too, 
Aſſiſted by brave Loggia-man, 
And Gordon's the bright, 
So boldly did fight, 
The red. coats took flight and awa, man. 
And we ran, and they ran, &c. 


Strathmore and Clanronald 
Cry'd ſtill, advance Donald, 
Till both theſe heroes did fa', man; 
For there was ſuch haſhing, 
And broad ſwords a claſhing, 
Brave Forfar himſelf got a cla' man. 
And we ran, and they ran, &c. 


Lord Perth ſtood the ſtorm, 
Seaforth but lukewarm, 
Kilſyth and Strathallan not ſla', man 
And Hamilton pled, 
The men were not bred, s 
For he had no fancy to fa', man, 
And we ran, and they ran, &c, 
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Brave generous Southeſk, 
Tilebairn was briſk, 
Whoſe father indeed would not draw, man, 
Into the ſame yoke, 
Which ſerv'd for a cloak, 
To keep the eſtate *twixt them twa, man, 
And we ran, and they ran, &c. | 


Lord Rollo not fear'd, 
Kintore and his beard, 
Pitlligo and Ogilvie a', man, 
And brothers Balfours, 
They ſtood the firft ſnow'rs, 
Clackmannan and Burleigh did cla', man. 
And we ran, and they ran, &c. 


But Cleppan acted pretty, 
And Strowan the witty, 
A poet that pleaſes us a', man; 
For mine is but rhime, 
In reſpe& of what's fine, 
Or what he is able to draw, man, 
Though we ran, and they ran, &c. 


For Huntly and Sinclair, 
They both play'd the tinclair, 
With conſciences black like a craw man. 
Some Angus and Fifemen 
They ran for their life, man, 
And ne'er a Lot's wife there at a', man. 


And we ran, and they ran, &c. 
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Then L——e the traytor, 
Who betray'd his maſter, 
His king, and his country, and a?, man, 95 
Pretending Mar might 
Give order to fight, 
To the right of the army awa, man. 
And we ran, and they ran, &c. 


Then L——e for fear, 100 
Of what he might hear, | 
Took Drummond's beſt horſe and awa, man, 
Inſtead of going to Perth, 
He croſſed the Firth, 
Alongſt Stirling-bridge and awa, man, 105 
And we ran, and they ran, &c. 


To London he preſs'd, 
And there he addreſs'd, 
That he behav'd beſt of them a', man; 
And there without ftrife 110 
- Got ſettled for life, 
An hundred a-year to his fa* man. 
And we ran, and they ran, &c. 


In Borrow ſtounneſs 
He reſides with diſgrace, 115 
Till his neck ſtands in need of a draw, man, 
And then in a tether 
He'll ſwing from a ladder, 
Go off the ſtage with a pa', man. 
And we ran, and they ran, &c. 
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Rob Roy ſtood watch 
On a hull for to catch 
The booty for ought that I ſaw, man, 
For he ne'er advanc'd, 
From the place he was ftanc'd, 125 
Till no more to do there at a' man, 
For we ran, and they ran, &c. 


So we all took the flight, 
And M——y the wright ; 
But Dm the ſmith was a bra-man, 130 
For he took the gout 
Which truly was wit, 
By judging it time to withdra?, man. 
And we ran, and they ran, &c. 


And trumpet M——e, 1.35 
Whole breeks were not clean, 
Thro' misfortune he happen'd to fa', man, 
By ſaving his neck; 
His trumpet did break, 
Came off without muſick at a', man. 


Aud we ran, and they ran, &c. 


So there fuch a race was, 
As ne'er in that place was, 
And as little chaſe was at a', man; 
From other they ran, 145 
Without tuck of drum; 
They did not make uſe of a pa', man. 
And we ran, and they ran, and they ran, and 


we ran, and we ran, and they ran awa man. 
H 4 
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GENERAL LESLIE'S MARCH. 


M ARCH, march, march, 
Why the d----- don't ye march ? 

Stand to your arms, my lads, 

Fight in good order, 

Front about, ye muiketeers all 

Till ye come to the Engliſh border, 
Stand till't and fight like men, 
True goſpel to maintain, 

The parliament's blyth to ſee us a' coming; 

When to the kirk we come, 
We'll purge it ilka room, 


Frae Popiſh relicks, and a' ſuch innovation, 


That a' the warld may ſee, 
There's nane i' the right but we, 
Of the auld Scottiſh nation. 
Jenny ſhalt wear the hood, 
Jocky the fark of God; 
And the kiſt fou of whillles, 
That make fic a cleiro, 


10 


15 


Our pipers bra, ſhall hae them a', whate'er comes 


On it; 


20 


Buſk up your plaids, my lads, cock up your bon- 


nets. 


March, march, &c. 
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I; the garb of old Gaul, wi the fire of old Rome, 

From the heath-cover'd mountains of Scotia we 
come, 

Where the Romans endeavour'd our country to- 
gain, | 

But our anceſtors fought, and they fought not in 
vain, 


Such our love of liberty, our country, and our laws, 

That like our anceſtors of old, we ve fland by Free- 
dom's cauſe ; 6 

We'll bravely fight like heroes bold, for Boxcar 
and applauſe, 

And defy the French, with all their art, to alter 


our laws. 


No effeminate cuſtoms our finews unbrace, 


No luxurious tables enervate our race, 10 
Our loud-ſounding pipe bears the true martial 
ſtrain, 


So do we the old Scottiſh valour retain. 
Such our love, &c. 


We're tall as the oak on the mount of the vale, 
As ſwift as the roe which the hound doth aſſail, 
BS. 
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As the full moon in autumn our ſhields do ap. 
pear, 16 
Nᷣinerva would dread to encounter our ſpear 
Such our love, &c. : 
As a ſtorm in the ocean when Boreas blows, 
So are we entaged when we ruſh on our foes ; 20 
We ſons of the mountains, tremendous as rocks, 
Daſh the force of our foes with our thundering 
{trokes. 
Such our love, &c. 


Quebec and Cape Breton, the pride of old France, 


In their troops fondly boaſted till we did advance; 


But when our claymores they ſaw us produce, 26 


Their courage did fail, and they ſued: for a truce, 


Such our love, &e. 


In our realm may the fury of faction long ceaſe, 
May our councils be wife, and our commerce 1n- 
creaſe ; 30 
And in Scotia's cold climate may each of us find, 
That our friends till prove true, and our beauties 
prove kind. 
Then we'll defend aur liberty, our country, and 
our laws, 
And teach our late poſterity to fight in freedom's 
cauſe, 


That they like our anceſtors bold, 8c, , 35 
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LITTLE War YE, &c. 


Pf ITTLE wat ye bh, coming, 
Little wat ye wha's coming, 


Little wat ye wha's coming, 
Jock and Tam and a's coming. 


Duncan's: coming, Donald's coming, 5 
Colin's coming, Ronald's coming, 
Dougal's coming, Lauchlan's coming, 
Alaſter and a's coming. 
Little wat ye wha's coming, 
Jock and Tam and a's coming. 19 


Borland and his men's coming, 

The Camerons and M*Lean's coming, 

The Gordons and M*Gregors coming, ; 

A” the Dunywaſtles? coming, 
Liule wat ye, &c. T5: 
MGthorey of Drumglaſs is coming. 


Wigton's coming, Nithſdale's coming, 
Carnwath's coming, Kenmure's coming, 
Derwentwater and Foſter's coming, 
Withrington and Nairn's coming. 20 
Little wat ye, &c. LE 
Blyth Cowhill and at coming. = 
oi bo dei 
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The Laird of M*Intoſh is coming, 
M*Crabie. and M Donald's coming, 
The M*Kenzie's and M*Pherſon's coming, 25 
A' the wild M*Craws' coming. 
Little wat ye, &c. 
Donald Gun and a's coming. 


They gloom, they glowr, they look ſac big, 
At ilka ſtroke they'll fell a whig ; 30 
They'll fright the fuds of the Pockpuds, 
Fer mony a buttock bare's coming. | 
Little wat ye, &c. 


| 


THE ARCHERS MARCH, 


Sound, ſound the muſic, ſound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
In praiſe of archery; 
Its origin divine is, 5 
The practice brave and fine is, 
Which generouſly inclines us 
To guard our liberty, 


Art by the gods employed, 

By which heroes enjoyed, | 10 

By which heroes enjoyed k 
Ihe wreath of victory 
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The deity of Parnaſſus, 

The god of ſoft careſſes, 

Chaſte Cynthia and her laſſes 
Delight in archery. 


See, ſee yon bow extended, 
'Tis Jove himſelf that bends it, 
Tis Jove himſelf that bends it; 
O'er clouds on high it glows, 
All nations, Turks and Parthians, 
The Tartars and the Scythians, 
The Arabs, Moors, and Indians, 
With brav'ry draw their bows. 


Our own true records tells us, 
That none could e'er excel us, 
That none cou'd e'er- excel us 
In martial archery ; 
With ſhafts our fires engaging, 
Oppos'd the Romans raging, 
Defeat the fierce Norvegian, 
And ſpar'd few Danes to flee. 


Witneſs Largs and Loncartie, 
Dunkel and Aberlemny, 
Dunkel and Aberlemny, 

Roſlin and Bannockburn. 
The Cheviots——all the border 
Were bowmen in brave order, 
Told enemies, if further 


They mov'd, they'd ne'er return. 


15 


20 


25; 
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Sound ſound the muſic, ſound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
In praiſe of archery : 
Us'd as a game it pleaſes, 
The mind to joy it raiſes, 
And throws off all diſeaſes 
Of lazy luxury. 


Now no more care beguiling, 

When all the year looks ſmiling, 

When all the year looks ſmiling 
With healthful harmony ; 

The ſun in glory glowing, 

With morning dew beſtowing 

Sweet fragrance, life, and growing, 

| To flowers and ev'ry tree. 


"Tis now the archers royal, 
An hearty band and loyal, 


An hearty band and loyal, 

That in juſt thoughts agree, 
Appear in ancient bravery, 
Deſpiſing all baſe knavery, 

Which tends to bring in ſlavery 

Souls worthy to live free. 


Sound, found the muſic, ſound it, 
Fill up the glaſs and round wi't, 
Fill up the glaſs and round wr't. 
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Health and proſperity 

To our great chief and officers, 
T* our Preſident and Counſellors; 
To all who, like their brave forbears, 


Delight in archery, 717 

= D mr ———————TT——— 
FRAGMENTS. 
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Ear Douglas then wham nevir knicht: 
Had valour mair nae courteſie, 
Is now fair blam'd by a the land 
For lichtlying o' his gay ladie. 
* * * + » * 
„ Gae little page, and tell my lord, 8 
* Gin he will cum and dyne wi' me, 


I'll ſet him on a ſeat o' gowd, 
And ſerve him on my bended knie. 


* * * * * * 


Now wae betide ye black Faſtneſs, 
Hot and an ill deed may ye die! 10 
% Ye was the firſt and foremoſt man 
* Wha pairted my true lord and me.” 
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She has called to her her bour maidens, . 
She has called them ane by ane; 

5“ Ther lyes a deid man in my bour, 
“ I with that he war gane.“ 


They hae booted him and ſpurred him, 5 
As he was wont to ryde. 

A hunting horn ty'd round his waiſt, 
A ſharp ſword by his ſyde. 


Then up and ſpak a bonnie bird, 

That fat upo? the trie; I9 
„ What hae ye done wi' Earl Richard, 

Ve was his gay ladie ?” 


« Cum doun, cum doun; my bonnie bird, 
« And licht upo? my hand; 

« And ye ſhall hae a cage o' gowd, 15 
© Whare ye hae but the wand.” 


„ Awa, awa, ye ill woman! 
Nae cage o' gowd for me; 
«& As ye hae done to Earl Richard, 
« Sae wad ye doe to me.“ 20 


* * * * * * 
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See ve the caſtle's lonlie wa, 
That riſes in yon yle ? 

There Angus mourns that e'er he did 
His ſovereign's luve begyle. 


* * * * * * 


* O vill ye gae wi' me fair maid ? 5 
“O will ye gae wi' me ? | 

* I'll ſet you on a bouir o' gowd 
„ Nae haly cell ye'ſe drie.“ 


“O meikle lever wald I gang 

Jo bide for ay wi' thee, r 
„% Then heid the king my father's will, 

© The haly cell to drie. | 


* Sin I maun nevir ſee nor ſpeke 
„ Wy him I luve ſae deir, 

„“ Ye are the firſt man in the land 15 
« I wald cheis for my fere.” | 
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Whar yon cleir burn frae down the loch, 
Rins ſaftlie to the ſea, 
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There latelie bath'd in hete o' nune 
A {quite of valour hie. | 


He kend nae that the fauſe mermaid 
There us'd to beik and play, 

Or he had neir *gane to the bathe, 
I trow, that dreirie day. 


N ae ſuner had he deft his claiths, 
Nae ſuner gan to ſwim, 

Than up ſhe 1ais'd her bonnie face 
Aboon the glittering ſtreim, 


% O comelie youth, gin ye will cum 
« And be my leman deir, 
% Ye ſall ha pleaſance o' ilk ſort, 


Bot any end or feir. 


«© I'll tak ye to my emraud ha 
« WY perles lichted round; 

„ Whar ye fall live wi' luve and me, 
And ne'er by bale be found. 


* i” * * * 
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DUNCAN, 


Jaw ye the thane o' meikle pride, 
Red anger in his ee ? 

I ſaw him not, nor care, he cry'd, 
Red anger frights na me, 

For I have ſtude whar honour bad, 
Though death trod on his heel; 

Mean is the creſt that oops to fear, 
Nae fic may Duncan feel. 


Hark ! hark ! or was it but the wind, 
| That through the ha? did ſing ; 
Hark! hark! agen; a warlike ſound, 
The black woods round do ring. 


'Tis na for naught, bauld Duncan cry'd, 


Sic ſhoutings on the wind. 
Syne up he ſtarted frae his ſeat, 
A thrang af ſpears behind. 


Haſte, haſte, my valiant hearts, he ſaid, 
Anes mair to follow me; 
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We'll meet yon ſhouters by the burn, 
I gueſs wha they may be. 


But wha is he that ſpeids ſae faſt, 
Frae the flaw marching thrang; 
Sae frae the mirk cloud ſhoots a beam, 

The ſky's blue face alang. 


Some meſſenger it is, mayhap, 
Then not at peace I trow. 

My maſter, Duncan bade me rin, 
And ſay theſe words to you : 


Reſtore again that blooming roſe, 
* Your rude hand pluckt awa'; 
Reſtore again his Mary fair, 

Or you ſhall rue his fa”, 


Three ſtrides the gallant Duncan tuik, 
He ſtruck his forward ſpear : 

Gae tell thy maſter, beardleſs youth, 
We are nae wont to fear. 


He comes na on a waſſail rout, 

Of revel, ſport, and play ; 
Our ſwords gart Fame proclaim us men, 
Lang e'er this ruefu' day. 


The roſe I pluckt o' right is mine, 
Our hearts together grew, 

Like twa ſweet roſes on ae ſtak, 
Frae hate to love ſhe flew. 


Swift as a winged ſhaft he ſped; 


Bald Duncan ſaid in jeer, 
Gae tell thy maſter, beardleſs youth, 
We are nae wont to fear. 


He comes na on a waſſail rout, 
Of revels, ſport, and play; 


Our ſwords gart Fame proclaim us men, 


Lang e' er this ruefu' day. 


The roſe I pluckt o' right is mine, 
Our hearts together grew; 

Like twa ſweet roſes on ae ſtak, 
Frae hate to love they flew. 


He ſtampt his foot upo? the ground, 
And thus in wrath did ſay. 

God ſtrike my ſaul, if frae this ſield, 
We baith in life ſhall gae! 


He wav'd his hand: the pipers play'd, 
The targets clattered round ; 

And now between the meeting faes 
Was little ſpace of ground. 


But wha is ſhe that rins ſae faſt ? 
Her feet nae ſtap they find; 

Sac fwiftly rides the milky cloud, 
Upo? the ſimmer's wind. 


Her face a mantle ſcreen'd afore; 
She ſhow's of lily hue 3 
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Sae frae the grey miſt breaks the ſun, 
To drink the morning dew. 


Alack ! my friends, what ſight is this ? 
O, ſtap your rage! ſhe cry'd; 

Whar love with honey'd lips ſhould be, 
Mak not a breach ſo wide. 


Can then my uncle draw his ſword, 
My huſband's breaſt to bleed ? 

Or can my ſweet Lord do to him 
Sic foul and ruthleſs deed ? 


Bethink you, uncle, of the time, 
My gray-harr'd father died, 


Frae war your {hrill horn ſhuck the wood, 


He ſent for you with ſpeed. 


My brother, guard my bairn, he ſaid, 
She'll hae nae father ſoon ; 

Regard her, Donald, as your ain, 
III aſk nae uther boon. 


Would then my uncle force my love, 
Whar love it coudna be ? 

Or wed me to the man I hate? 

Was this his care of me ? 


Can theſe brave men, who but of late, 
Together chas'd the deer, 

Againſt their comrades bend their bows, 
In bluidy hunting here ? 


75 


80 


90 


95 


Sh 


SCQTS SoN GS. 


She ſpake, while trickling ran the tear 


Her bluſhivg cheek alang; 
And filence, like a heavy cloud, 
Over a' the warriors hang. 


Syne ſtapt the red-hair'd Malcolm furth, 


Three-ſcore his years and three; 
Vet a' the ſtrength of ſtrongeſt youth, 
In fic an eild had he. 


Na+ pity was there in his breaſt, 
For war alane he loo'd ; | 
His grey een ſparkled at the ſight 
Of plunder, death, and bluid. 


What ! ſhall our hearts of ſteel, he ſaid, 


Bend to a woman's ſang ? 
Or can her words our honour quit, 
For fic diſhoneſt wrang ? 


For this did a? theſe warriors come, 
To hear an idle tale ? 

And o'er our death-accuſtomed arms, 
Shall filly tears prevail ? 


They gied a ſhout, their bows they tuik, 


They claſh'd their ſteely ſwords ; 
Like the loud waves of Barra's ſhore, 
There was nae room for words. 


* * * * * 
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A cry the weepieg Mary gied, 
O uncle hear my prayer ; 
Heidna that man of bluidy look— 
She had na time for mair; = 


For in the midſt anon there came, 125 
A blind unwetting dart, 
That glanc'd frae aff her Duncan's targe, 


And ſtrack her to the heart. I 
Awhile ſhe ſtagger'd, ſyne ſhe fell, P, 

And Duncan ſee'd her fa” ; 130 
Aſtound he ſtood, for in his limbs 

There was nae power at a'. T 
The ſpear he meant at faes to fling, I 

Stood fix'd within his hand ; 
His lips half open cou'dna ſpeak, 135 

His life was at a ſtand. T] 
Sae the black ſtump of ſome auld aik, II 


With arms in triumph dight, 
Seems to the traveller like a man, 


I | 
* * * > * * 


TI 
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KENNETH. 


I winxp, I weird, hard-hearted lord, 
Thy fa? ſhall ſoon be ſeen ; > 
Proud was the lily of the morn, 
The cald froſt nipt or een : 


Thou leughſt in ſcorn when puir men weep'd, 


And ftrack the lowly down ; 
Sae fall nae widow weep for thine, 
When a' their joys are flown. 


This night ye drink the ſparkly wine ; 
I redd you drink your fill; 

The morrow's ſun ſhall drink your bluid, 

Afore he reach the hill. 


I ſee the ſnaw-maned horſes ride, 
Their glitt'ring ſwords they draw; 
Their ſwords that ſhall nae glitter lang, 
Till Kenneth's pride ſhall fa” 


The black Dog youl'd ; he ſaw the fight 


Nae man but I could ſee ; 
I 
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High on fair Marg'ret's breaſt her ſheet, : 
And deadly. fix'd her ee: 20 

Sae ſpake the ſeer; wild in his een | 
His frighted ſpirit gaz'd : 

Pale were his cheeks, and ſtiff his hair 
Like boary briſtles raiſ'd. 


Loud, loud in Kenneth's lighted ha', 
The ſang of joy was heard; 

And mony a cup they fill'd again, 
Afore the light appear'd. 


„ War my ſon William now but here, 
« He wad na fail the pledge” —— 
„ Wy that in at the door there ran 
* A ghouſty-looking page. 


] ſaw them, Maſter, O! I ſaw, 
+ Beneath the thorney brae, 

4 Of black-mail'd warriors mony a rank; 
* Revenge ! he cried, and gae.“ 


The youth that bare Lord Kenneth's cup, 
The faſt ſmile on his cheek, 


Frae his white hand let fa? the drink, * v 
Nor did the baldeſt ſpeak. 49 - 
Sae have I ſeen the gray-wing'd ſhaft ; . 


That ſtrak the nobleſt deer; 
Aſtounded gaz'd the trembling herd, 
Nor could they flee for fear. 
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« Ride, ride, and bid Lord William come: 45 
His fathers fair beſet.” 

© Tt was Lord William's horſe that neigh'd ; 
« I heard them bar the yate.“ 


Welcome, my valiant ſon,” he ſaid ; 

« Or ſhould I welcome ſay, 5© 
„In fic an ill hour, when you come 

To meet thy father's fae?“ 


« Curs'd be that thought,” bald William faid ; 
My father's faes are mine; 

„Lang has my breaſt frae Kenneth learn'd 55 
Sic baby fear to tine.“ 


O Willlam ! had we kent yeſtreen.” —— 
„Father, we ken it now; 
* Let women tell what women with. 


Syne three ſhrill blaſts he blew. 60 


Fair Marg'ret lay on downy bed; 
Vet was na ſound her reſt; 
She waken'd wi? Lord William's horn, 
And down ſhe came in haſte. | 


What mean you, Kenneth, by that blaſt? 65 
= „ 1 with my dreams bode guid ; 
' Upon a bed of lilies fair. . 


I thought there rain'd red bluid. 
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My ſon ! my fon! may peace be there 
© Whar noble William ſtands.” 
We are the lilies”, anſwer'd he, 
May their bluid weit our hands.“ 


What means my William by fic words ? 
«© Vhaſe bluid would William fpill ? 
thought that horn had blawn in peace, 
„That wak'd the night ſae fill.” 


She luik'd; but nane durſt anſwer make, 
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Till gallant William fad, 
Aft has my mother bade us joy, 
When we to battail gade. 


Again thy hands may work the plaid 
*« For him that fought the beſt; 
Again may I hing up my targe 
Von tie pin to reſt. 


But William never hv'd to ſee ; 

„ Nor did his mother hear 

A warrior cry on William's name, 
« That was na found for fear, 


And if we fa', my gallant friends, 

* We ſhall na fa' alane; 

Some honeſt hand ſhall write our deeds 
© Upon the talleſt ſtane.“ 


Haſte, Kenneth, haſte ; for in the field 
«The fire ey'd Walter rides ; 
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« His men, that come ſae thrang wi“ haſte, 95 
« For flaw delay he chides.” 


« By Mary, we will meet him there,” 
„Ihe angry William cry'd ; 
« Thy fon will try this Lion-tae, 
And you with Margaret bide.” 100 


« No, on my faith, the ſword of youth 
« Thy father yet can wield ; 

If that I ſhrink frae fierceſt faces, 

« My babies mock my eild,” 


Then forth they ruſh'd, afore the yate 105 
The warriors ſallied out: 

Lord William ſmil'd upon their ranks; 
They anſwer'd wr a ſhout. 


** Gae rin, and ſay to Walter thus: 

„What ſeek thae warriours here! 116 
Or why the din of fiery war 

Aſtounds the peaceful ear ?” 


Swift ran the page. Thus Kenneth ſays, 

+ Vhat ſeek thae warriours here! 

Or why the din of fiery war 115 
Aſtounds the peaceful ear?“ 


0 


6. 


Gae tell thy maſter, frae this arm 
Mine anſwer will J gi'e; 
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„ Remind him of his tyrant deeds, 
And bid him anſwer me. 

{4 Wha was't that ſlew my father dear? 

„That bar'd my caſtle. wa? ? 

% Wha was't that bade wild ruin bruid 
© Whar pipes did glad the ha? ?” 


Nor half way had the meſſage ſped, 
When their tough bows they drew; 
* But far attour the warriors heads 


The ſhafts ſor anger flew, 


* Sac ever ſhute Lord Kenneth's faes," 
The valiant William faid ; 

& WY this I war nae wi' the wind.” 
And drew his glittering blade. 


Below the arrow's arch they rufh'd 
Wi' mony a ſhout, fae faſt; 


Beneath the rainbow the big clouds 
Sac drives the roaring blaſt. 


Bald Walter ſprang frac aff his ſteid, 


And drave him o'er the lee; 


4 Curs'd be the name of that baſe cow'rd 


« That could but think to flee.“ 


Firmly he ſet his manly foot, 
And firm his targe he bare; 
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Never may Walter greet his friends, 
If Kenneth ſee him mair. 


* * * * * * 


Multa deſunt. 


Fair Margaret wi' her maidens ſat 145 
Within the painted wa'; | 
She ſtarted at ilk breath of wind 
That whiſtled through the ha'. 


« Wha was't that gi'd yon cry below? 
Say, page, does ill betide ?” : 150 
Kenneth and William baith are ſlain; 
„% Mak haſte, mak haſte and ride.“ 


Her maidens ſcriech'd: but any ſpeech, 
Nor wail of wae, had ſhe ; 

She bow'd her head, and fair ſhe figh'd, 155 
And cald death clos'd her ee. 


CCCC__«©ZGINE— 


FRENNET HALL. PART I. 


Wars Frennet caſtle's ivied wall 


Thro' yallow leaves were ſeen ; 
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When birds forſook the ſapleſs boughs, 


And bees the faded green ; 


The Lady Frennet, vengeful dame, 
Did wander frae the ha?, | 
To the wild foreſt's dewie gloom, 
Among the leaves that fa”. 


Her page, the ſwiſteſt of her train, 
1ad clumb a lofty tree, 
Whaſe branches to the angry blaſt 
Were ſouching mournfullie. 


He turn'd his een towards the path 
'That near the caſtle lay, 


Where good lord John and Rothemay 
Vere nding down the brae, 


Swift darts the eagle ſrom the ſky, 
When prey beneath is ſeen : 
As quickly he forgot his hold, 


And perch'd upon the green. 


O hie thee, hie thee! lady gay, 
Frae this dark wood awa: 

Some Viitors of gallant mein 
Are haſtipg to the ha'. 


Thien rnd ſhe row'd her ſilken plaid, 
Her ſect the did na ſpare. 
Until the left the foreſt fl. irts 


A lang bow- hot and mair. 


o 


29 
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O where, O where, my good lord John, 

O tell me where you ride ? 3 
Within my caſtle-wall this night 

I hope you mean to bide. 


Kind nobles, will ye but alight, 
In yonder bour to ſtay ; 

Saft eaſe ſhall teach you to forget 35 
The hardnels of the way. 


Forbear entreaty, gentle dame, 
How can we here remain ? 

Full well you ken your huſband dear 
Was by our father flain. 40 


The thoughts of which with fell revenge 
Your angry boſom ſwell : 

Enraged you've {worn that blood for blood 
Should this black paſſion quell. 


O fear not, fear not, good lord John, 45 
That I will you betray, 

Or ſue requital for a debt 
Which nature cannot pay. 


Bear witneſs, a' ye powers on high, 

Ye lights that 'gin to ſhine, 50 
This night ſhall prove the ſacred cord 

That knits your faith and mine. 


Is 
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The lady flee with honeyed words 
Entic'd thir youths to ſtay : 
But morning ſun ne'er ſhone upon $5 


Lord John ner Rothemay. 


To the tune of Leaderhaughs and Yarrow. 


* * * * * * 


T pazan'o a dreary dream laſt night ; 
God keep us a' frae ſorrow : 

I dream'd I pu'd the birk ſae green 
Wi' my true luve on Yarrow. 


I'll read your dream, my ſiſter dear, 5 
I'll tell you a? your ſorrow : 

You pu'd the biik wi' your true luve ; 

He's kill'd he's kill'd on Yarrow, 


O gentle wind, that bloweth fouth 

To where my love repaireth, 10 
Convey a kiſs from his dear mouth, 

And tell me how he fareth ! 


But o'er yon glen run armed men, 

Have wrought me dule and forrow : 
They've lain, they've ſlain the comlieſt ſwain; 15 
He bleeding lies on Yarrow. 
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LAMMIEIN, 


To the tune of Gil Morrice. 


A BETTER maſon than Lammikin 
Never builded wi' the ſtane: 
Quha builded Lord Weires caſtell, 


But wages nevir gat nane. 


* * * * * * 


„Sen ze winnae gie me my guerdon, lord, 5 
Sen ze winna gie me my hyre, 

* Yon proud caſtle, ſae ſtately built, 
I fall gar rock wi' the fyre. 


Sen ye winna gie me my wages, Lord, 

Ie fall hae cauſe to rue.” 10 
And ſyne he brewed a black revenge, 

And ſyne he vowed a vow. 


E w., I. 
Now byde at hame, my luve, my life, . 


I warde ze byde at hame: 
I 6 
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% O gang nae to this day's hunting, 15 
LTo leave me a' my lane! 


JZeſtreene, zeſtreene, I dreamt my bower 
Of red, red blude was fu?, 

« Gin ye gang to this black hunting, 
AI fall hae cauſe to rue.“ 20 


Quha looks to dreams, my winſome dame? 
« Ze hae nae cauſe to feare.“ 

©« And ſyne he's kiſt her comely cheek, 
And ſyne the ſtarting teare. 


And ſyne he's gane to the good greene wode, 25 
And ihe to her painted bowir; 

And ſhe's gard ſteek doors, windows, yates, 
Of caſtle, ha, and towir. 


They ſteeked doors, they ſteeked yates, | 
Cloſe to the cheek and chin ; 30 

They ſteeked them a' but a little wicket, 
And Lammikin crap in. 


Now quhere's the lady of this caſtle, 
Nurſe tell to Lammikin ? 

She's ſewing up intill her bowir : 35 
The fals Nourice ſhe ſung. 


Lammikin nipped the bonnie babe, 
Quhile loud fals Nourice ſings: 
Lammikin nipped the bonnie babe, 
Quhile hich the red blue ſprings. 40 
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| O gentle Nourice ! pleaſe my babe, 
O pleaſe him wi' the keys! 
It'll no be pleaſed, gay lady, 
Gin I'd fit on my knees. 


Gude gentle Nourice, pleaſe my babe, 45 
O pleaſe him wi' a knife! 

He winna be pleaſed miſtreſs myne, 
Gin I wad lay down my life. 


Sweet Nourice, loud, loud cries my babe, 

O pleaſe him wi' the bell! 50 
He winna be plaſed, gay lady, 

Till ze cum down yourſell. 


And quhen ſhe ſaw the red, red blude, 
A loud ſcrich ſchriched the, 


O monſter, monſter ! ſpare my child, 55 
Quha nevir ſkaithed thee. 


O ſpare ! gif in your bludy breaſt 
Albergs not heart of ſtane ! . 
O ſpare ! and ye fall hae of goud 60 | 
Quhat ze can carrie hame. | | 


Dame, I want not your goud, he ſaid; ; 
Dame, I want not your fee; 
I hae been wranged by your Lord, 
Ze fall black vengeance drie. 65 
, 
Here are nae ſerfs to guard your halls, 
Nae truſty ſpeirmen here ; | 
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They ſound the horn in gude grene wode, 
And chaſſe the doe and deer. 


Tho? merry ſounds the gude grene wode, 70 
Wii' huntſmen, hounds, and horn, 

Zour Lord ſall rue, e'er ſets yon ſun, 
He hath done me ſkaith and ſcorn. 


THE BONNY LASS OF LOCHROYAN. 


O wha will hoe thy bonny feet ? 


Or wha will glove thy hand ? 
Or wha will lace thy middle-jimp, 
With a lang, lang London whang ? 


And wha will kame thy bonny head 5 


With a Tabean birben kame? 
And wha will be my bairn's father, 
Till love Gregory come hame ? 


Thy father'll ſhoe his bonny feet; 

Thy mother'll glove his hand 10 
Thy brither will lace his middle jimp 

With a lang lang London whang, 


Myſell will kame his bonny head, 
With a Tabean birben kame; 
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And the Lord will be the eien d father 
Till Gregory come hame. 


Then ſhe's gart build a bonny ſhip, 
It's a? cover'd o'er with pearl: 
And at every needle-tack was in't 


There hang e iller-bell, 


And ſhe's wa 
To fail upon the ſea: 

She's gane to ſeek love Gregory 
In lands whare'er he be. 


She hadna ſail'd a league but twa, 
Or {cantly had ihe three, 

Till ſhe met with a rude rover 
Was ſailing on the ſea. 


O whether art thou the queen herſell ? 
Or ane o' her Maries three; 

Or art thou the laſs of Lochroyan 
Seeking love Gregory? 


O I am not the queen herſell, 
Nor ane of her Maries three ; 

But I am the laſs cf Lochroyan 
Secking love Gregory. 


O ſecs na thou yon bonny bower, 
It's a' cover'd o'er with tin: 
When thou haſt ſail'd it rouud about, 


Love Gregory is within, 
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When ſhe had ſail'd it round about, 
She tirled at the pin : 

O open, open, love Gregory, 
Open and let me in ! 


For I am the laſs of Lochroyan, 45 
Baniſht frae a' my kin. 


[Hrs mother ſpeaks to her from the houſe, and ſhe 
thinks it him.] 


If thou be the laſs of Lochroyan, 
As I know na thou be, 
Tell me ſome of the true takens 
That paſt between me and thee. 59 


Haſt thou na mind, Love Gregory, 
As we ſat at the wine, 

We changed the rings aff ithers hands, 
And ay the beſt was mine ? 


For mine was o' the gude red gould, 55 
But thine was o' the tin; 

And mine was t:ae and truſty baith, 
But thine was fauſe within. 


And haſt thou nz mind, love Gregory, 

As ve lat on yon hill, 60 
Thou twin'd me of my maidenhead 

Right fair againſt my will? 
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Now open, open, love Gregory, 
Open, and let me in 

For the rain rains on my gude cleeding, 65 
And the dew ſtands on my chin. 


If thou be the laſs of Lockroyan, 
As I know na thou be, 
Tell me ſome mair o' the takens 
Paſt between me and thee, | 70 


Then ſhe has turn'd her round about, 
Well, fince it will be ſae, 

Let never woman who has born a ſon 
Hae a heart ſae full of wae. 


Take down, take down that maſt of gould, 7 5 
Set up a maſt of tree; 

For it diſna become a forſaken lady 
To ſail ſae royallie. 


[ The fon ſpeabs.] 


I dream't a dream this night, mother, 

I with it may prove true, 85 
That the bonny laſs of Lochroyan 

Was at the yate juſt now. 


Lie ſtill, lie ſtill, my only ſon, 
And ſound ſleep mayſt thou get; 
For it's but an hour or little mair 
vince ſhe was at the yate. | & 


* 
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Awa, awa, ye wicked woman, 
And an ill deed may you die; 

Ye might have either letten her in, 
Or elſe have wakened me. 99 


Gar ſaddle to me the black, he ſaid, 
Gar ſaddle to me the brown, 
Gar ſaddle to me the ſwifteſt ſteed 


That is in a' the town. 


Now the firſt town he came to, 95 
The bells were ringing there; 

And the neiſt town he came to, 
Her corpſe was coming there. 


Set down, ſet down that comely corpſe, 

Set down and let me fee, 100 
Gin that be the laſs of Lochroyan, | 

That died for love o' me. 


And he took out his little penknife, 
That hang down by his gare; 

And he's ripp'd up her winding-ſheet, 105 
A lang claith yard and maar. 


And firſt he kiſt her cherry-cheek, 
And ſyne he kiſt her chin, 
And neiſt he kiſt her roſy lips; 


There was nae breath within, 


And he has ta'en his little penknife, 
With a heart that was fou fair ; 


OO 
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He has given himſelf a deadly wound, 
And word ſpoke never mair, 


THE BATTLE OF OTTERBURN, 


Ir fell, and about the Lammas time, 
When huſbandmen do win their hay, 

Earl Douglas is to the Engliſh woods, 
And a? with him to fetch a prey. 


He has choſen the Lindſays light, 

With them the gallant Gordons gay, 
And the Earl of Fyfe withouten ſtrife, 

And Sir Hugh Montgomery upon a grey. 


They hae taken Northumberland, 


And ſae hae they the north-ſhire, 
And the Otter-dale they burnt it hale, 
And ſet it a' into a fire. 


Out then ſpack a bonny boy, 
That ſerv'd ane o' Earl Douglas? kin, 
Methinks I ſee an Englith hoſt 


A-coming branken us upon. 


Lf this be true, my little boy, 
An it be troth that thou tells me, 
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The braweſt bower in Otterburn 
This day ſhall be thy morning fee, 29 


But if it be falſe, my little boy, 
But and a lie that thou tells me, 

On the bigheſt tree that's in Otterburn 
With my awin hands I'll hing thee hie. 


The be; 's taen out his little penknife, 25 
That hanget low down by his gare, 

And he gae Earl Douglas a deadly wound, 
Alas ! a deep wound and a fare, 

Earl Douglas ſaid to Sir Hugh Montgomery, 

Tack thou the vanguard o? the three ; 30 

And bury me at yon bracken buſh, : 

That ſtands upon yon lilly lee. 


Then Percy and Montgomery met, 
And weel I wat they war na fain 

They ſwapped ſwords, and they twa ſwat, 35 
And ay the blood-ran down between, 


O yield thee, yield thee, Percy, he ſaid, 
Or elſe I vow I'll lay thee low. 
Whoꝛra to ſhall I yield ? ſaid Earl Percy; 
Now that I fee it maun be ſo. 49 


O yield thee to yon braken buſh, 
That grows upon yon lilly lie, 
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] winna yield to a braken buſh, 
Nor yet will I unto a brier ; G 

But i wald yield to Earl Douglas, 45 
Or Sir Hugh Montgomery, if he was here. 


As ſoon as he knew it was Montgomery, 
He ſtuck his ſword's point in the ground: 
And Sir Hugh . was a courteous 
knight, 
And he quickly . him by the hand. 56 


This deed was done at Otterburn, 
About the breaking o' the day. 

Earl Douglas was buried at the braken buſh, 
And Percy led captive away. 54 


THERE GOWANS ARE GAY, 


Tarn gowans are gay, my joy, 
There gowans are gay; 

Tacy gar me wake when I ſhould ſleep, 
he firſt morning of May. | 


Amt the fields as I did paſs, 5 
D 2owans are gay; 
I chanc'd to meet a proper laſs, 


The fit morzing of May. 
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Right buſy was that bonny maid, 
There gowans are gay; | 
I halſt her, ſyne to her I ſaid, 
The firſt morning of May : 
W 
O miſtreſs fair, what do you here ? 
There gowans are gay; 
Gathering the dew, what neid ye ſpeir ? 
The firſt morning of May. 


The dew, quoth I, what can that mean ? 
There gowans are gay; 

Quoth ſhe, to walli my miſtreſs clean, 
The ürſt morning of May. 


I aſked farder at hir ſyne, 
There gowans are gay, 

Gif to my will ſhe wad incline ? 
The firſt morning of May. 


She ſaid, her errand was not there, 
Where gowans are gay ; 
Her maidenhood on me to ware, 


The firſt morning of May. 


Then like an arrow frae a bow, 
There gowans are gay ; 

She ſkift away out o'er the know, 
The firſt morning of May; 


And left me in the garth my lanc, 
There gowans are gay ; 
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And in my heart a twang of pain, 35 
The firſt morning of May. | 


The little birds they ſang full ſweet, 
There gowans are gay; 
Unto my comfort was right meet, 
The firſt morning of May. 40 


And thereabout I paſt my time, 
There gowans are gay; 

Until it was the hour of prime, 
The firſt morning of May. | 


And then returned hame bedeen, 45 | 
There gowans are gay | 
Panſand what maiden that had been, 
The firſt morning of May. | 


„ * 
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KERTONHA': OR, THE FAIRY COURT. | 


Ours prickt herſell and prin'd berſell, | 
By the ae light o' the moon, | 

And ſhe's awa to Kertonha', 
As faſt as ſhe can gang. 


What gars ye pu? the roſe, Jenny ? 5 | 
What gars ye break the tree? 
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I' be your bairn's father, 
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„ What gars you gang to Kertonha', 


& Without the leave of me?“ 


“Ves, I will pu' the roſe, Thomas, 


% And I will break the tree; 
For Kertonha' ſhou'd be my ain, 


Nor aſk I leave of thee. 


Full pleaſant is the fairy land, 
« And happy there to dwell ; 
I am a fairy lyth and limb, 

«& Fair maiden view me well. 


O pleaſant is the fairy land! 

% How happy there to dwell ! 
But ay at every ſeven years end, 
We're a' dung down to hell. 


The morn 1s good Hallow-e'en, 
«© And our court a' will ride 
If ony maiden wins her man, 


„Then ſhe may be his bride. 


But firſt ye'll let the black gae by, 
« And then ye'll let the brown : 
Then I'll ride on a milk-white ſteed, 
* You'll pu' me to the ground. 


And firſt, I'll grow into your arms, 
* An eik, but and an edder ; 
Had me faſt, let me not gang, 
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Next, I'll grow into your arms, 
A tod, but and an eel; 
Had me faſt, let me not gang, 35 
If you do love me weel. 


Laſt, I'll grow into your arms 
A dove, but and a ſwan ; 

Then, maiden fair, you'll let me go, 
I'll be a perfect man. 40 


CLERK COLVILL: OR, THE MERMAID. 


Cir Corviii and his laſty dame 
Were walking in the garden green ; 
The belt around her ſtately waiſt 
Coſt Clerk Colvill of pounds fifteen. 


O promiſe me now, Clerk Colvill, 6 
Or it will coſt ye muckle ftrife 

Ride never by the wells of Slane, 
If ye wad live and brook your life. 


Now ſpeak nae mair, my luſty dame, 
Now fpeak nae mair of that to me IO 
Vo. I, K 
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Did I ne'cr lee a fair woman, 
But I wad fin with her fair body? 


He's taben leave o' his gay lady, 
Nought minding what his lady ſaid; 

And he's rode by the wells of Slane, 15 

Where waſhing was a bonny maid, 


** Waſh on, waſh on, my bonny maid, 
„ That waſh ſae clean your fark of ſilk;“ 
« And weel fa' you, fair gentleman, 


+ Your body's whiter than the milk.” 


hen loud, loud cry'd the Clerk Colvill, 
O my head it pains me fair; 

„Then take, then take,” the maiden ſaid, 
* And frae my ſark you'll cut a gare.“ 


Then ſhe's gi'ed him a little bane-knife, 25 
And frae his fark he cut a ſhare ; 

She's ty'd it round his whey-white face, 
But ay his head it aked mair. 


Then louder cry'd the Clerk Colvill, 

O fairer, ſairer akes my head ;” 39 
And fairer, ſairer ever will,” 

The maiden crys, © *till you be dead.“ 


Out then he drew his ſhining blade, 
Thinking to ſtick ber where ſhe figod ; 
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But ſhe was vaniſh'd to a fiſh, 35 
And ſwam far of a fair mermaid. 


O mother, mother, braid my hair; 
My luſty lady, make my bed ; 
O brother, take my {word and ſpear, 
For I have ſeen the falſe mermaid. 40 


* * * * * * 


HT (—— — 


WILLIE AND ANNET. 


Livso ance twa luvers in yon dale 
And they lov'd ither weel, 
Frae ev'ning late to morning aire 


Of luving luv'd their fill. 


Now, Willie, gif you luve me weel, 5 
As ſac it ſeems to me, 

Gar build, gar build a bonny ſchip, 

* Gar build it ſpeedilie. 


And we will fail the ſea ſae green, 
+ Unto ſome far countrie, 10 
Or we'll fail to ſome bonie iſle 
* Stands lanely midſt the ſea.” 
K 2 
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But lang or e'er the ſchip was built, 
Or deck'd, or rigged out, 
Came fick a pain in Annet's back, 
That down the cou'd na lout. - 


4% Now, Willie, gif ye luve me weel, 
« As ſae it ſeems to me, 

© O haſte, hafte, bring me to my bow'r, 
« And my bow'r maidens three.“ 


He's tacn her in his arms twa, 

And kifs'd her cheik and chin; 

He's brecht her to her ain ſweet bow'r, 
But nae bow'r-maid was in. 


% Now, leave my bower, Willie, ſhe ſaid, 


Nov leave me to my lane; 


Was nevir man in a lady's bower, 


«© When ſhe was W 


He's ſtepped three ſteps down the ſtair, : 


Upon the marble ftane : 


Sae loud's he heard his young ſon's greet, 


But and his lady's mane ! 


* Now come, now come, Willie, ſhe ſaid, 
Tak your young ſon frae me, 

© And hie him to your mother's boner, 
« With * and privacie. 0 
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He's taen his young ſon in- his arms, 
He's kiſs'd him cheik and chin, 
He's hied him to his mother's bower 
By th? ae light of the moon. 40 


And with him came the bold baron, 
And he ſpake up wi' pride, 

„Gar ſeek, gar ſeek the bower-maidens, 
Gar buſk, gar bulk the bryde.” 


'« My maidens, eaſy with my back, 45 
And eaſy with my ſide. 

„O ſet my ſaddle ſaft, Willie, 
] am a tender bryde.“ 


When ſhe came to the burrow town, 
They gied her a broach and ring, 50 
And when ſhe came to * * 


They had a fair wedding. . 


O up then ſpake the Norland Lord, 
And blinkit wi' his ee, | 

* I trow this lady's born a bairn 55 
Then laucht loud lauchters three. 


And up then ſpake the briſk bridegroom, 
And he ſpake up wi pryde, 
in I ſhould pawn my wedding-gloves, 
* I will dance wi the bryde.” 60 
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% Now had your tongue, my Lord, ſhe ſaid, 
„Wi dancing let me be, | 
] am fac thin in fleſh and blude, 


Sma' dancing will ſerve me.“ 


But ſhes taen Willie be the hand, 46 ; 
The tear blinded her ee; 

*« But I wad dance wi my true luve— 
+ But burſts my heart in three.“ 


She's taen her bracelet frae her arm, 
Her garter frae her knee, 70 


Gie that, gie that to my young ſon, 
He'll ne'er his mother ſee. 


* 
— 


4 Gar deal, gar deal the bread, mother, 
Gar deal, gar deal the wine; 

This day hath ſeen my true love's death, 75 
* This nicht ſhall witneſs mine,” 


THE CRUEL KNIGHT, 


Tax Kaight ſtands in the ſtable-door, 
As he was for to ryde, 


— _ 
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When out then came his fair lady, 
Defiring him to byde. 


„How can I byde, how dare I byde, 5 
How can I byde with thee ? 

Have I not kill'd thy ae brother! 
«© Thou hadſt nae mair but he.“ 


If you have kill'd my ae brother, 

„% Alas! and woe is me! 10 
„But if I fave your fair body, 

« The better you'll like me.“ 


She's taen him to her ſecret bower, 
Pinn'd with a filler-pin, | 

And ſhe's up to her higheſt tower, 15 
To watch that none come in. 


She had na well gane up the ſtair, 
And entered in her tower, 
When four-and- twenty armed knights 
Came riding to the door. 20 


** Now, God you fave, my fair lady, 
* I pray you tell to me, 

Saw you not a wounded knight 
Come riding by this way? 


Ves; bloody, bloody was his ſword, 
++ And bloody were his hands; 
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gut if the ſteed he rides be good, 
He's paſt fair Scotland's ſtrands, 


« Light down, light down, then, gentlemen, 
And take ſome bread and wine; 

++ The better you will him purſue, 
„When you ſhall lightly dine.” 


We thank you for your bread, Lady , 
We thank you for your wine. 


I would gie thrice three thouſand pounds 
« Your fair body was mine.“ | 


Then ſhe's gane to her ſecret bower, 
Her huſband dear to meet; 
But out he drew his bloody ſword, 


And wounded her very deep. 


“% What aileth thee now, good my Lord, 
* What aileth thee at me? 

Have you not got my father's gold, 
„But and my mother's fee?“ a 


4. 
Nov live, now live, my fair lady, 


45 


„But ſhall be at thy bower.“ +70 


How can I live, how ſhall ] live, 
How can I live for thee ? 


39 


35 


Tan 


45 
O live but half an hour, 1 
There's ne'er a leech in fair Scotland ©- 


95 


« See you not where my red heart's blood 
„ Runs trickling down my knee! 


WHA WILL BARE, &c. 


Wa vill bake my bridal bread, 
And brew my bridal ale-? 

And wha will welcome my briſk bride 
That I bring o'er the dale ? 


I will bake your bridal bread, 
And brew your bridal ale, 

And I will welcome your briſk bride 
That you bring o'er the dale. 


But ſhe that welcomes my briſk bride 
Maun gang like maiden fair, | 


She maun lace on her robe ſae jimp, 
And braid her yellow hair, 


But how can I gang. maiden-like,. 
When maiden I am nane ? 
Have I not born ſeven ſons to thee, 
And am with child agen? 5 
; K 5 
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She's taen her young ſon in her arms, 
Another in her hand, 
And ſhe's up to the higheſt tower, 
To ſee him come to land. 20 


You're welcome to your houſe, maſter, 
You're welcome to your land, 

You're welcome with your fair lady, 
That you lead by the hand. 


* * * * * + 


And ay ſhe ſerv'd the lang tables 25 
With white bread and with wine, 


And ay ſhe drank the wan water, 
To had her colour fige. 


Now he's taen down a filk napkin 

Hung on the filver-pin, - 
And ay he wipes the tear trickling 

Adown her cheek and chin. 


ILL WAGER, I'LL WAGER, &c. 


11 wager, I'll wager, I'll wager with you, 
Five hundred merks and ten, 
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That a maid ſha'nae go to yon bonny green wood, 
And a maiden return agen. 


I'll wager, I'll wager, I'll wager with you, 5 
Five hundred merks and ten, 

That a maid ſhall go to yon bonny green wood, 
And a maiden return agen. 


She's pu'd the blooms aff the broom-buſh, | 
And ſtrew'd them on's white hals-bane; 19 
This is a fign whereby ye may know 
That a maiden was here, but ſhe's gane. 


O where was you, my good grey ſteed, 
That I hae lo'ed ſae dear? 

O why did you not waken me 15 
When my true love was here? 


ſtamped with my foot, maſter, 
And gar'd my bridle ring, 
But you wadnae waken frow your ſleep, 
Till your love was paſt and gane. 2 


Now J may ſing as dreary a ſang, 
As the bird ſung on the brier, 

Tor my true love is far remov'd, 

And VII ne'er ſee her mair. 
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JOHNNY'S GRAY BREERS. 


Wur I was in my ſe'enteenth year, 
I was baith blythe and bonny, O; 
The lads lu'd me baith far and near, 
But I lu'd nane but. Johnny, O. 
He gain'd my heart in twa three weeks, 5 
He ſpak ſae blythe and kindly, O; 
And I made him new gray breeks 
That fitted him moſt finely, O. 


He was a handſome fellow 
His humour was baith frank and free, 19 
His bonny locks ſae yellow, | 
Like gou'd they glitter'd in my ee; 
His dimpled chin and roſy cheeks, 
And face fo fair and ruddy, O; | 
And, then, a-day,. his grey breeks 15 
Were neither auld nor duddy, O. 


But now they are thread-bare worn, 

They're wider than they wont to be : 
They're taſhed like and torn, 

And clouted fair on ilka knee. | 20 
But gin I had a ſummer's day, ? 

As I have had right mony, O, 
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I'll mak a web o' new gray, 
To be breeks to my Johnny, O. 


For he's weel wordy o' them, > 235 
And better gin I had to gre, 
And I'll tak pains upon them, 
Frae faults I'll ftrive to keep them free. 
To clad him weel ſhall be my care, 
And pleaſe him a? my ſtudy, ) 30 
But he maun wear the auld pair 


A wee, tho' they be duddy, O. 
— b — ̃ͤ —-— 
To the tune of Apron Deary. 


M. ſheep I neglected, I loſt my ſheep-hook, 

And all the gay haunts of my youth I forſook; 

Nae mair for Amynta freſh. garlands I wove, 

For ambition, I ſaid, would ſoon cure me of love. 
O what had my youth with ambition to do? 0 5 

Muy left I Amynta ? why broke I my vow ? 

D gi" me my ſheep, and my ſheep-hook-reftore,.. 
Dll wander frae love and Amynta no more. 


Through, regions remote in-vain do I rove, 

And bid the wild ocean ſecure me from love! 

O fool! to imagine that ought can ſubdue 11. 

A love ſo well founded, a paſſion ſo true. 
O what had my youth, &c.. 
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Alas! 'tis o'er late at thy fate to repine 
Poor ſhepherd, Amynta nae mair can be thine : 
Thy tears are a' fruitleſs, thy wiſhes are vain, 16 
The moments neglected return nae again. 


O what had my youth with ambition 10 do 
Why left I Amynia ? why broke I my vow ? 
O gti" me any ſheep, and my ſheep-hook reſtore, 
Dl! wander frae love and Amynta no more, 


ALLOA-HOUSE. 


Taz ſpring-time returns, and clothes the green 
plains. 
And Alloa ſhines more cheerful and gay ; 
The lark tunes his throat, and the neighbouring. 


ſwains 
Sing merrily round me where-ever I ſtray : 
But Sandy nae mair returns to my view; 5 
Nae ſpring-time me cheers, nae muſic can 
charm; 


He's gane! nnd, I fear me, for ever; adieu! 


Adieu every pleaſure this boſom can warm! 


5 O Alloa-houſe! how much art thou chang'd! 
How ſilent, how dull to me is each grove! 10e 
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Alane I here wander where ance we both rang'd, 
Alas for to pleaſe me my Sandy ance ſtrove ! 
Here, Sandy, I heard the tales that you tauld, 
Here liſten'd too fond whenever you ſung 3 
Am I grown leſs fair then, that you are turn'd 
cauld ? 15 
Or fooliſh, believ'd a falſe, flattering tongue? 


So ſpoke the fair maid, when ſorrow's keen pain, 
And ſhame, her laſt fault'ring accents ſuppreſt ; 
For fate, at that moment, brought back her dear 


ſwain, | 
Who heard, and, wi' rapture, his Nelly ad- 
dreſt: | 20 


My Nelly! my fair, I come; O my luve ! 
Nae power ſhall thee tear again from my arms, 
And, Nelly, nae mair thy fond ſhepherd reprove, 
Who knows thy fair worth, and adores a' thy 


charms. 


She heard; and new joy ſhot thro' her faft 
frame : 25 

And will you, my luve ! be true ? ſhe replied : 

And live I to meet my fond ſhepherd the fame ? 
Or dream I that Sandy will make me his bride ? 

O Nelly! J live to find thee ftill Kind; | 
Still true to thy ſwain, and luvely as true: 30 

Then adieu to a' ſorrow ; what ſaul is fo blind, 
As not to live happy for ever with you ? 
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O n! how cou'd I venture to luve an like thee, 

And you not deſpiſe a poor conqueſt like me ? 

On lords, thy admirers, cou'd look wi' diſdain, 

And knew I was naething, yet pity'd my pain ? 

You ſaid, while they teaz'd you with nonſenſe 
and dreſs, 5 

When real the paſſion, the vanity's leſs; 

You faw thro? that filence which others deſpiſe, 

And, while beaux were a-tauking, read luve in 
my eyes. 


O! how ſhall I fauld thee, and kiſs a' thy charms, 

Till fainting wi' pleaſure, I die in your arms; 10 

Thro? a' the wild tranſports of ecſtaſy toſt, 

Till finking together, together we'te loſt ! 

Oh! ! where is the maid that, like thee, ne' 'er can 
cloy, 

Whoſe wit does enliven each dull pauſe of joy; 

And when the ſhort raptures are all at an end, 15 

From beautiful miſtreſs turns ſenſible friend ? 


In vain do I praiſe thee, or ſtrive to reveal, 
Too nice for expreſſion, which only we feel... 
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In a' that you do, in each look and each mein, 


The graces in waiting adorn you unſeen. 20 
When I ſee you, I luve you ; when n 
adore; 


I wonder, and think you a woman no more; 
Till mad wi” admiring, I cannot contain, 
And kiſſing your lips, you turn woman again. 


With thee in my boſom, how can I deſpair? 25 
I'll gaze on thy beauties, and look awa care: 
I'll aſk thy advice when with troubles oꝑpreſt, 
Which never diſpleaſes, but always is beſt. 
In all that I write I'll thy judgment enquire ; 
Thy wit ſhall e what. thy love did in- 
ſpire: , 1:51 30 
I'll kiſs thee, and preſs hs. till youth is all d'er, 
And then live in friendſhip, when paſſion's no 


more. 


AULD LANG SYNE. Gar 


Onov'p auld acquaintance be forgot, 
Tho? they return, with ſcars ? 
Theſe are the noble hero's lot, 
Obtain'd in glorious wars : | 
Welcome, my Varo, to my breaſt, 5 
Thy arms about me twine, 
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And mak me ance. again as bleſt, 1 8. % \ 
As I was lang ſyne. BES ef 


> 


Methinks around us on each bough 
A thouſand Cupids play, | 10 N 
Whilſt through the groves I wauk with you, 
Each object makes me gay: 
Since your return, the ſun and moon 
With brighter beams do ſhine, 
Streams murmur ſoft notes while they run, 15 
As they did lang ſyne. 


Deſpiſe the court and din o' ſtate ; 

Let that to their ſhare fa“, 
Who can eſteem ſuch ſlav'ry great, 

While bounded like a ba? : | 20 | 
| But funk in luve, upo* my arms 
Fi Let your brave head.recline ; 
We'll pleaſe ourſels wi? mutual charms, 

As we did lang ſyne. 


O'er moor and dale wi your gay friend 25 
You may purſue the chace. 
And, after a blyth bottle, end 
A' cares in my embrace: 
And in a vacant rainy day, 
You ſhall be wholly mine; | 20 
We'll mak the hours run ſmooth away, 
And laugh at lang ſyne. 


The heroe, pleaſ'd wi' the ſweet air, 
The figns of gen'rous love, 
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Which had been utter'd by the fair, 35 
Pow'd to the pow'rs above; 
Next day, wi' glad conſent and haſte, 
Th' approach'd the ſacred ſhrine; 
Where the good prieſt the couple bleſt, 
And put them out o? pine. 40 


Same Tune, 


Warn floury meadows deck the year, 
And ſporting lambkins play, 
When ſpangled fields renew'd appear, 
And muſic wak'd the day? | 
Then did my Chloe leave her bow'r, 4 
To hear my am'rous lay, 
Warm'd by my love, ſhe vow'd no power 
Shou'd lead her heart aſtray. 


The warbling quires ffom ev'ry bough 
Surround our couch in thrangs, ro 
And a' their tunefu' art beſtow, 
To gi' us change o' fangs: 
Scenes o' delight my ſoul poſleſs'd, 
I bleſs'd, then hugg'd my maid ; 
I robb'd the kiſſes frae her breaſt, 15 
Sweet as a noon- day's ſhade, 


- —— — 25 
- 
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But joy tranſporting never fails 
To flee awa' as air; 


Another ſwain wi' her prevails 
To be-as fauſe as fair.. 


What can my fatal paſſion cure ? 


I'll never woo again 
A' her diſdain I maun endure,- 
Adoring her in vain. 


What pity 'tis to hear the boy 
Thus ſighing wi' his pain! 

But time and ſcorn may gi'e him joy, 
To hear her ſigh again. 

Ah! fickle Chloe, be advis'd, 
Do not thyſel* beguile ; 

A faithful lover ſhould be priz'd, 
Then cure him wi' a ſmile. 


25 


ALLAN WATER. 


War numbers ſhall the muſe repeat ? 


What verſe be found to praiſe my Annie ? 
On her ten thouſand graces wait; 

Each ſwain admires, and owns ſhe's bonny. 
Since firſt ſhe trod the happy plain, 

She ſet each youthful heart on fire; 


5 
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Each nymph does to her ſwain complain, 
That Annie kindles new deſire. 


This lovely darling, deareſt care, 

This new delight, this charming Annie, 
Like ſummer's dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 
When Flora's fragrant breezes fan ye. 

A' day the am'rous youths conveen ; 
Joyous they ſport and play before her; 
A? night, when ſhe nae mair is ſeen, 


J In bliſsful dreams they till adore her. 


Amang the crowd Amyntor came; 

He look'd, he luv'd, he bow'd to Annie ; 
His riſing fighs expreſs his flame, 

His words were few, his wiſhes many. 
WY ſmiles the luvely maid reply'd, 

Kind ſhepherd, why ſhou'd I deceive ye ? 
Alas ! your love maun be deny'd, | 

This deſtin'd breaſt can ne'er relieve ye. 


1 


Young Damon came, with Cupid's art, 

His wiles, his ſmiles, his charms beguiling. 
He ſtaw awa' my virgin heart; 

Ceaſe, poor Amintor, ceaſe bewailing. 
Some brighter beauty you may ſind, 

On yonger plain the nymphs are many; 
Then charm ſome heart that's unconfin'd 
And leave to Damon his own Annie. 


. 08 
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-BROOM OF COWDENKNOWS. 


How blythe, ilk morn, was I to ſee 
My ſwain come o'er the hill! 
He ſkipt the burn, and flew to me; 
I met him wi' good will. 
O the broom, the bonny, bonny broom, 
The broom o' Cowdenhnows ; 
T wiſh I were ui my dear ſwan, 


Wi' his pipe and my ewes. 


I neither wanted ew nor lamb, 
While his flock near me lay ; 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And chear'd me a' the day. 

O the broom, &c. 


He tun'd his pipe and reed ſae ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt'ning by; 
Ev'n the dull cattle ſtood and gaz'd, 
Charm'd wi' his melody. 
O the broom, &c. 


While thus we ſpent our time, by turns 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 


15 
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I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho' ne' er ſo rich and gay. 
O the broom, &c. 


Hard fate! that I ſhon'd baniſh'd be, 

Gang heavily and mourn, 25 
Becauſe I loy'd the kindeſt ſwain 

That ever yet was born! 


O the broom, &c. 


He did oblige me ev'ry hour ; 
Cou'd I but faithfu' be? 30 
He ſtaw my heart; cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 
O the broom, &c. 


/ — 


My doggie, and my little kit, 
That held my wee ſoup whey, 35 
My plaidy, broach and crooked ſtick, 
May now ly uſeleſs by. 
0 the broom. &c. 


Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 


Farewell a' pleaſures there | 40 


Ve gods reſtore me to my ſwain, 
Is a' I crave, or care. 
O the broom, the bouny, Bonny boom, 
The broom of Cowdentnows ; 
1 wiſh I were with my dear ſwan, 
With bis pipe and my ewes. 
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W nx ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves; 


Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
And muſic fills the groves. 


But my lov'd ſong is then the: broom 
So fair on Cowdenknows ; | 
For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo ſoft a bloom 


Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaken reed, 
And won my yielding heart ; 

No ſhepherd e' er that dwelt on Tweed 
Cou'd play with half ſuch art. 


He ſung of Tay, of Forth, of Clyde, 
The hills and dales all round, 

Of Leaderhaughs and Leaderſide, 
Oh! how I bleſs'd the ſound. 


Yet more delightful is the broom 
So fair on Cowdenknows ; 

For ſure fo freſh, ſo bright a bloom 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


19 
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Not Tiviot braes ſo green and gay 
May with this broom compare, 
Nor Varrow banks in flowry May, 
Nor the buſh aboon Traquair. 


More pleaſing far are Cowdenknows, 25 
My peaceful happy home, 

Where I was wont to milk my ewes 
At ev'n among the broom. ' 


Ye powers that haunt the woods and plains 
Where Tweed with Tiviot flows. 30 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 


And my lov'd Cowdenknows. 


BONNY JEAN. 


Love's goddeſs, in a myrtle grove, 
Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with ſpeed, 

Nor let thy ſhaft at random rove, 
For Jenny's haughty heart maun bleed, 

The ſmiling boy with art divine, $ 
From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 

Which flew, unerring, to the heart, 


And kill'd the pride of bonny Jean. 
Vol. I. L 


— — 
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Nae mair the nymph, wi haughty air, 
Refuſes Willy's kind addreſs ; 19 
Her yielding bluſhes ſhew nae care, 
But too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 
Nae mair the youth is ſullen now, 
But looks the gayeſt on the green, 
Whilſt ev'ry day he ſpies fome new 13 
Surpriſing charms in bonny Jean. 


A thouſand tranſports crowd his breaſt, 
He moves as light as fleeting wind; 
His former ſorrows ſeem a jeſt, 
| Now when his Jenny is turn'd kind: 20 
Riches he looks on wi diſdain; 
The glorious fields of war look mean 
The cheerful hound and horn give pain, 
If abſent from his bonny Jean. 


The day he ſpends in amorous gaze, 25 
Which ev'n in ſummer ſhorten'd ſeems ; 
When ſunk in downs, wi glad amaze, 
He wonders at her in his dreams. 
A' charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright 
Than Troy's fair prize, the Spartan queen; 30 
Wi breaking day he lifts his fight, 
And pants to be wi bonny Jean. 
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Now Spring begins her ſmiling round, 

And laviſh paints th' enamell'd ground; 

The birds now lift their cheerful voice, 

And gay on every bough rejoice : 

The lovely Graces, band in hand, * 
Knit faſt in Love's eternal band, 

With early ſtep, at morning dawn, 

Tread lightly o'er the dewy lawn. 


Where-e'er the youthful ſiſters move, 
They fire the ſoul to genial love: 10 
Now, by the river's painted ſide, 


The ſwain delights his country bride; 

While, pleas'd, ſhe hears his artleſs vows, : 
Each bird his feather'd conſort wooes : 

Soon will the ripen'd ſummer yield IS 


Her various gifts to ev'ry field. 


The fertile trees, a lovely ſhow ! 

With ruby-tinctur'd birth ſhall glow ; 

Sweet ſmells from beds of lilies borne, 

Perfume the breezes of the morn : 20 
The ſmiling day and dewy night, 


To rural ſcenes my fair invite; 
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With ſummer-ſweets to feaſt her eye, 
Yet ſoon, ſoon will the ſummer fly, 


Attend, my lovely maid, and know 
To profit by th” inſtructive ſhow. 


Now young and blooming thou appears, 


All in the flouriſh of thy years; 
The lovely bud ſhall ſoon diſcloſe 
To ev'ry eye the bluſhing role ; 
Now, now, the tender ſtalk is ſeen, 
With beauty freſh, and ever green ; 


But when the ſunny hours are paſt, 


Think not the coz'ning ſcene will laſt ; 


Let not the flatterer, Hope, perſuade, 
Ah! muſt I ſay that it will fade? 
For ſee the ſummer flies away, 

Sad emblem of our own decay : 

Now winter from the frozen north, 


** 

Mts griſly Mans in icy chains 
Fair Tweda's ſilver ſtream conſtraiys: 
Caſt up thy eyes, how bleak and bare 
He wanders on the tops of Yare ! 
Behold his footſteps dire are ſeen 
Confeſt o'er ev'ry with'ring green. 


4 * 


Griev'd at the ſight, when thou ſhalt ſee 


A ſnowy wreath to cloath each tree; 


Frequenting now the ſtream no more, 


Drixes {wift his iron chariot forth. 
we” S 


Thou fleeſt, diſpleas'd, the frozen ſhore, 


30 


35 
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When thou ſhalt miſs the flow'rs that grew 

But late, to charm thy raviſh'd view; 

Then ſhall a ſigh thy foul invade, 

And o'er thy pleaſures caſt a ſhade ; | 
Shall I, ah! horrid ! wilt thou ſay, 55 
Be like to this ſome other day? 


But when in ſnow and dreary froſt 

The pleaſure of the field is loſt, 

To blazing hearths at home we run, 

And fires ſupply the diſtant ſun; 60 
In gay delights our hours employ, 

And do not loſe, but change our joy: 

Happy! abandon ev'ry care, 

To lead the dance, to court the fair. 


To turn the page of ſacred bards, 65 
To drain the bowl, and deal the cards. 

In cities thus, with witty friends, 

In ſmiles the hoary ſeaſon ends. 

But when the lovely white and red 

From the pale aſhy cheek is fled, 70 
Then wrinkles dire and age ſevere, 

Make beauty fly we know not where, 


The fair, whom Fates unkind diſarm, 

Ah! muſt they ever ceaſe to charm ? 

Or is there left ſome pleaſing art, 75 
To keep ſecure a captive heart ? 
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Unhappy love! may lovers ſay, 

Beauty, thy food does ſwift decay; 

When once that ſhort-liv'd ſtock is ſpent, 

What is't thy famine can prevent? $ 


Lay in good ſenſe with timeous care, 

That Love may live on Wiſdom's fare ; 

Tho' Ecſtacy with Beauty flies, 

F.teem is born when Beauty dies, 

Happy the man whom Fates decree 8 5 
Their richeſt gift in giving thee: 

Thy beauty ſhall his youth engage, 

Thy wiſdom ſhall delight his age. 


B.\NES OF FORTH, 


Awaxz, my love, with genial ray 

The ſun returning glads the day; 
Awake, the balmy zephyr blows 

The hawthorn blooms, the daiſie glows ; 
The trees regain their verdant pride, 
The turtle wooes his tender bride ; 

To love each warbler tunes the ſong, 
And Forth«ip dimples glides along. 


O more than blooming daiſies fair! 
More fragrant than the vernal air! 
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More gentle than the turtle-dove, 

Or ſtreams that murmur through the grove! 
Bethink thee all is on the wing, 

Theſe pleaſures wait on waſting ſpring; 

Then come, the tranſient bliſs enjoy; 15 
Nor fear what fleets ſo faſt will cloy. 


Same Tune. 


V. ſylvan pow'rs that rule the plain, 
Where ſweetly winding Fortha glides, 


Conduct me to theſe banks again, 
Since there my charming Molly bides. 
Theſe banks that breathe their vernal ſweets, 5 
Where ev'ry ſmiling beauty meets; 
Where Molly's charms adorn the plain, 
And cheer the heart of ev'ry ſwain. 


Thrice happy were the golden days, 

When I, amidſt the rural throng, 10 
On Fortha's meadows breath'd my lays, 

And Molly's charms were all my ſong. 
While ſhe was preſent, all were gay, 
No forrow did our mirth allay ; 
We ſung of pleaſure, ſung of love, 15 
And muſic breath'd in every grove. 

L 4 
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O then was I the happieſt ſwain! 
No adverſe fortune marr'd my joy; 
The ſhepherd ſigh'd for her in vain, 

On me ſhe ſmil'd, to them was coy, 
O'er Fortha's mazy banks we ſtray'd: 
I woo'd, I lov'd the beauteous maid ; 
The beauteous maid my love return'd, 


And both with equal ardour burn'd. 


Once on the graſſy bank reclin'd, 

Where Forth ran by in murmurs deep, 
It was my happy chance to find 

The charming Molly lull'd aſleep : 
My heart then leap'd with inward bliſs, 
I ſoftly ſtoop'd, and ſtole a kiſs ; 
She wak'd, ſhe bluſh'd, and faintly blam'd ; 
Why, Damon, are you not aſham'd ? 


Oft in the thick embow'ring groves, 

Where birds their muſic chirp'd aloud, 
Alternately we ſung our loves, 

And Fortha's fair meanders view'd. 
The meadows wore a gen'ral ſmile, 
Love was our banquet all the while; 
The lovely proſpect charm'd the eye, 

To where the ocean met the ſky. 


Ye ſylvan powers, ye rural gods, 
To whom we ſwains our cares impart, 


Reſtore me to theſe bleſs'd abodes, 
And eaſe, oh eaſe ! my love- ſick heart; 


20 


25 


30 


35 


40 
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Theſe happy days again reſtore, 45 : 
When Moll and I ſhall part no more; 

When ſhe ſhall fill theſe longing arms, 

And crown my bliſs with all her charms. 


BUSH ABOON TRAQUAIR. 


Hear me, ye nymphs, and ev'ry ſwain, 
Ill tell how Peggy grieves me; 
Though thus I languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas! ſhe ne'er believes me. 
My vows and ſighs, like filent air, [- 
Unheeded never move her. 
At the bonny buſh aboon Traquair, IM 
"Twas there I firſt did love her. 


That day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; IC 
I thought myſelf the luckieſt lad, 
So ſweetly there to find her. 
I try'd to foothe my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender; 
If more there paſs'd, I'm not to blame, 15 
I meant not to offend her. 
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Yet now ſhe ſcornful flies the plain, 
The fields we then frequented ; 
If e'er we meet, ſhe ſhews diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquainted. 20 
The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its ſweets I'll ay remember; 
But now her frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December. 


Ye rural pow'rs, who hear my ſtrains, 25 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 

Oh ! mak her partner in my pains, 

Then let her ſmiles relieve me. 


If not, my love will turn deſpair, 


My pafhon nae mair tender; 30 
J leave the buſh aboon Traquair, 
- To lonely wilds I'll wander. 


BIRKS OF INVERMAY, 


Tu ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
Invite the tuneful birds to ſing; 

And while they warble from each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay; 
Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 5 
Like them improve the hour that flies, 
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And in ſaft raptures waſte the day 
Amang the birks of Invermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 

And age, life's winter, will appear; 10 
At this thy lively bloom will fade, 

As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade; 

Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 

The feather'd ſongſters pleaſe no more; 

Aad when they droop aud we decay, 15 
Adieu the birks of Invermay. 


The lav'rocks now and lintwhites fing, 

The rocks around wi' echoes ring, 

The mavis and the blackbird vie 

In tunefu' ſtrains to glad the day; 20 
The woods now wear their ſummer-ſuits, 

To mirth a' nature now invites; 

Let us be blythſome then, and gay, 

Amang the birks of Invermay. 


Behold the hills and vales around ze | 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; ; 
The wanton kids and friſking lambs 

Cambol and dance about their dams; 

The buſy bees with humming noiſe, 

And a' the reptile kind rejoice ; | 30 
Let us, like them, then ſing and play 

About the birks of Invermay. 


L 6 


252 i scors SONGS. 


Hark how the waters, as they fa”, 

Loudly my love to gladneſs ca'; 

The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 35 
And fiſhes play throughout the ſtreams ; 

The circling ſun does now advance, 

And all the planets round him dance ; 

Let us as jovial be as they 

Amang the birks of Invermay. 40 


To the Tune I'll never leave thee.” 


On {ſpare that dreadful thought, 

If I ſhould leave thee : 

May I all pleaſure leave, 

Laſs, when I leave thee ! 

Leave thee, leave thee ! oY 
How can I leave thee ? 

May I all pleaſure leave, 

Laſs, when J leave thee ! 


By all the joys of love 

I'll never leave thee. 10 
May J all pleaſure leave, | 
Laſs, when I leave thee ! 

Leave thee, leave thee ! 

How can I leave thee ? 

May I all pleaſure leave, 15 
Laſs, when I leave thee! 
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RONDEL OF LUFE. 


Lo quhat it is to lufe. 

Lern ye that liſt to prufe; 

Be me, I ſay, that no ways may 

The grund of grief remufe : f — 
Bot ſtill decay both nicht and day. 
Lo quhat it is to lufe! 


Gy 


Lufe is ane fervent fyre 

Kendillet with deſyre; 

Schort pleſour, lang diſpleſour, 

Repentance 1s the hyre ; 10 
Ane puir treſour without meſſour. 

Lufe is ane fervent fyre. 


To lufe and to be wyils ; 

To rege with gude advyiſs; 

Now thus, now than, ſo goes the game; 15 
Incertaine is the dyiſs. 


Thair is no man, I ſay, that can 
Both lufe and to be wyiſs. 


Fle alwayis frome the ſnair ; 
Lerne at me to beware 29 
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It is ane pane, and double trane, 

Of endleſs wo and cair. 

For to refrane that danger plane, 

Fle alwyis frome the ſnair, 24 


TWINE WEEL THE PLAIDEN. 


On! I hae loi my ſilkin ſnood, 
That tied my hair ſae yellow: 
I've gi'en my heart to the lad I loo'd ; 
He was a gallant fellow. 
And twine it veel, my bonny dow, F 
And twaine it weel, the plaiden ; 
The laſſie loft her filken ſnood, 
In puing of the bracken. 


He prais'd my een ſae bonny blue, 
Sac lily white my ſkin o', IQ 
And ſyne he prie'd my bonny mou, 
And ſwore it was nae fin o'. 
And twine it weel, my bonny dow, 
And twine it weel, the plaiden ; 
The laſſie loft her ſilken ſn00d, I5 
In pu ing of the bracken, 


But he has left the laſs he loo'd, 
His ain true love forſaken, 


SCOTS SONGS. 255 


Which gars me fair to greet the ſnood, 
J loſt amang the bracken. 20 
Ind twine it weel, my bonny dow, 
And twine it weel, the plaiden ; 
The laſſie loft her filken ſnood, 
In pu'ing of the bracten. 


AULD ROBIN GRAY, 


W urs the iheep are in the fauld and the kye at 
hame, 

And a' the weary warld to reſt are gane; 

The waes of my heart fa” in ſhow'rs frae my ee, 

While my gudeman lies ſound by me. 


Young Jamie loo'd me weel, and he ſought me 
for his bride, 5 

But ſaving a crown, he had naething beſide ; 

To mak? the crown a poun?, my Jamie gaid to ſea, 

And the crown. and the poun? were haith for me. 


He had na been away a twelmonth and a day 
When my mither ſhe fell ſick, and the cow was 
ſtoun away; 10 
My father brak' his arm, and my Jamie at the ſea, 
And auld Robin Gray eame a courting me. 
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My heart it ſaid na, and I look'd for Jamie back ; 
But the wind it blew hard, and the ſhip it was a 
wrack. i 
The ſhip it was a wrack, why didna' Jenny dee? 

O why was ſhe ſpar'd to cry, Wae's me? 


My father coudna' work, and my mither doughtna? 


ſpin ; | 

I toil'd day and night, but their bread I coudnaꝰ 
win; 

Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and with tears 
in his ee, 15 


Said, Jenny, for their ſakes, oh marry me. 


My father argued fair; and my mither didna 
ſpeak 

But ſhe look'd in my face till my heart was like 
to break; 


Sae I gae him my hand, but my heart was on 


the ſea; | 
And auld Robin Gray was gudeman to me. 


J hadna' been a wife a week but only four, 25 

When fitting ſae mournfully ae night at the door, 

I ſaw my Jamie's wraith, for I coudna? think it 
he, 

Till he ſaid, I'm come hame, love, to marry thee, 


O ſair did we greet; and little did we ſay; 
We took but ae kiſs, and we tore ourſelves a- 
Way. "7 30 
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I wiſh I were dead; but I'm nae like to die; 
How lang ſhall I live to cry, O waes me ? 


I gang like a ghaiſt, and I downa' think to ſpin ; 
I darena? think on Jamie; for that would be a 

fin ; 
But I'll e'en do my beſt a gude wife to be, 35 
For auld Robin Gray is ay kind to me. 


FAIR HELEN, 


I wisn I were where Helen lies, 
Who night and day upon me cries, 
Who night and day upon me cries ; 
I with I were where Helen lies, 


On fair Kirkonnel Lee. by 


O Helen fair, O Helen chaſte, 
It I were with thee, I were bleſt; 
Where low thou lieft, and at thy reſt, 
Oh! were I with thee, I'd be bleſt, 
On fair Kirkonnel Lee. 10 
I wiſh my grave were growing green, 
And winding-ſheet put o'er my een, 
And winding-ſheet put o'er my een ; 
I with my grave were growing green, 


On fair Kirkonnel Lee. r5 
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Wae to the heart that fram'd the thought, I 
And curſt the hand that fir'd the ſhot, 
And curſt the hand that fir'd the ſhot, } 
When in my arms my Helen dropt, 

And died for love of me. 29 


LEANDER ON THE BAY. 


Lawn on the Bay 
Of Helleſpont all naked ſtood, 
Impatient of delay, 
He leapt into the fatal flood, 
The raging ſeas, Li 
Whom none can pleaſe, | 
*Gainſt him their malice ſhow : 
The heav'ns lowr'd, 
The rain down pour'd, 


And loud the winds did blow. 10 
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Then caſting round his eyes, 
Thus of his fate he did complain: 
Ye cruel rocks and ſkies ! 
Ye ftormy winds, and angry main! 
What 'tis to miſs 15 
The lover's bliſs, 
Alas! ye do not know; 0 


Make me your wreck 


As I come back, 
But ſpare me as I go. 20 
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Lo! yonder ſtands the tower 
Where my beloved Hero lies, 
And this is the appointed hour 
Which ſets to watch her longing eyes. 
To his fond ſuit | 25 
The gods were mute; 
The billows anſwer, no : 
Up to the ſkies 
The ſurges riſe, 
But ſunk the youth as low. „ 


Meanwhile the wiſhing maid, 
Divided 'twixt her care and love, 
Now does his ſtay upbraid ; 
Now dreads he ſhou'd the paſſage prove: 
O fate! ſaid ſhe, 35 
Nor heav'n, nor thee, 
Our vows ſhall e'er divide; 
I'd leap this wall, 
Cou'd I but fall 
By my Leander's ſide. 40 


At length the riſing ſun 
Did to her ſight reveal, too late, 
That Hero was undone; 
Not by Leander's fault, but fate. 
Said ſhe, I'll ſhew, 45 
Tho? we are two, 
Our loves were ever one: 
This proof I'll give, 
I will not live, 


Nar ſhall he die alone. 50 
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Down from the wall ſhe leapt 
Into the raging ſeas to him, 
Courting each wave ſhe met, | 
To teach her wearied arms to ſwim : 
The ſea-gods wept, 55 
Nor longer kept 
Her from her lover's ſide: 
When, join'd at laſt, 
She graſp'd him faſt, 
Then figh'd, embrac'd, and died. RE 


BLACKFORD HILL. 


"Tur man wha lues fair nature's charms, 

Let him gae to Blackford hill; 

And wander there amang the craigs, 

Or down afide the rill 

That murmuring through the pebbles plays, 5 
And banks whar daiſies ſpring ; 

While, fra ilk buſh and tree, the birds 

In ſweeteſt concert ſing. 


The lintie the ſharp treble ſounds ; 

The laverock tenor plays; 10 
The blackbird and the mavis join 

To form a ſolemn baſe ; 
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Sweet Echo the loud air repeats, 

Till a? the valley rings : 

While odorous ſcents the weſtlin wind 15 
Frae t ouſa d wild flowers brings. 


The Hermitage aſide the burn 

In ſhady covert lyes, 

F-ae Pride and Folly' noiſ, rounds 

Fit refuge tor the wile ; 20 
Wha there may ſtudy as they Liſt, 

Ani plcaſures taſte at will, 


Yet never leave the varied bounds 
Gi vonny Blackford hill. 


BRAES OF BALLENDEN, 


BY MR. BLACKLOCK, 


Bexzarn a green ſhade, a lovely young ſwain 
Ae ev'ning reclin'd to diſcover his pain: 

So ſad, yet ſo ſweetly he warbled his woe, 

The wind ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains to 


flow ; 
Rude winds, wi? compaſſion, cou'd hear him com- 
plain, 5 


Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his ſtrain, 
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How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew, 

E'er Chloe's bright charms firſt flaſh'd in my 
view; 

Thoſe eyes then, wi pleaſure, the dawn cou'd ſur- 
vey, | | 

Nor ſmil'd the fair morning mair cheerfu' than 
they ; 10 

Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my fight, 

I'm tortur'd in pleaſure, and languiſh in light. 


Thro' changes, in vain, relief J purſue, 

All, all but conſpire my griefs to renew; 

From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair, 15 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air: 
But love's ardent fever burns always the ſame 
No winter can cool it, no ſummer intlame, 


But ſee the pale moon, all clouded, retires, 

The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's deſires: 20 
I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 

Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on my mind: 
Ah, wretch ! how can life be worthy thy care? 
To lengthen its moments, but lengthens deſpair, 


BRAES OF YARROW. 


Boss ye, buſk ye, my bonny bride, 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my winſome marrow, 
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Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bride, 
Buſk and go to the braes of Varrow. 
There will we ſport and gather dew, 5 
Dancing while lav*rocks ſing the morning : 
There learn from turtles to prove true ; 
O Bell, ne'er vex me with thy ſcorning. 


To weſtlin breezes Flora yields, 
And when the beams are kindly warming, 16 
Blythneſs appears o'er all the fields, 
And nature looks mair freſh and charming, 
Learn frae the burns that trace the mead, 
Tho? on their banks the roſes bloſſom, 
Yet haſtily they flow to 'Tweed, 1 5 
And pour their ſweetneſs in his boſom. 


Iiiſte ye, haſte ye, my bonny Bell, 
Haſte to my arms, and there I'll guard thee, 
WY free conſent my fears repel, 
I'll wr my love and care reward thee. 20 
Thus ſang I faftly to my fair, 
Who rais'd my hopes with kind relenting ; 
O queen of ſmiles, I aſk nae mair, 
Since now my bonny Bell's conſenting. 
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BONNY BOATMAN. 


V. gales that gently wave the ſea, 
And pleaſe the canny boatman, 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Scot—man : 
In haly bands $ 
We join'd our hands, 
Yet may not this diſcover, 
While parents rate 
A large eſtate, 
Before a faithfu' lover. 19 


But I loor chuſe in Highland glens 
To herd the kid and goat—man, 
E'er I cou'd for fic little ends 
Refuſe my bonny Scot—man, 
Wae worth the man 15 
Wha firſt began 
: The baſe ungen'rous faſhion, 
Frae greedy views 
Love's arts to uſe, 


While ſtranger to its paſſion, 20 


Frae foreign fields; my lovely youth, NJ 
Haſte to thy 16nging laſſie, | 


>, 
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Who pants to preſs thy bawmy youth, 
And in her boſom hauſe thee. 
Love gres the word, 25 


Then haſte on board, 
Fair winds and tenty boatman, 
Waft o'er, waft o'er 
Frae yonder ſhore, 
My blyth, my bonny Scot—man, ' 30 


— 


BLINK OVER THE BURN, SWEET BET TV. 


[rave kindred and friends, ſweet Betty, 
10 Leave kindred and friends for me: 
Aſſur'd thy ſervant 1s ſteady 
To love, to honour, and thee. 
The gifts of nature and fortune ol 
May flee by chance as they came 
They're grounds the deſtinies ſport on, 
15 But virtue is ever the ſame. 


Altho? my fancy were roving, | 
Thy charms fo heav'nly appear, 10 
That other beauties diſproving, 
20 I'd worſhip thine only, my dear. 
And ſhou'd life's ſorrows embitter 


| MN The pleaſure we Ppromis'd our loves, 
Var. I. M 
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4 . 
8 To ſhare them together is fitter, 4 
Than moan aſunder like doves. 


Oh! were I but ance fo bleſſed, 
To graſp my love in my arms ! 
By thee to be graſp'd, and kiſſed! 
And live on thy heaven of charms! 29 
I'd laugh at Fortune's caprices, 
Shou'd Fortune capricious pruve 
Though death ſhould tear me to pieces, 
I'd die a martyr to luve. 


3 BONNY BESSY. 


| | Brxsr's beauties ſhine ſae bright; 
| Were her mony virtues fewer, 
© || She wad ever gie delight, 
4 | And in tranſport mak me view her. 
; 
f 
g 
[ 


Bonny Beſſy, thee alane | 3 
Love I, naething elſe about thee; 

With thy comelineſs I'm tane, 
And langer canna live without thee. 


| 
4 1 Beſly's boſom's ſaft and warm, 
4 N Milk-white fingers ſtill employ'd, 10 
1 He who teks her to his arm, 

Of her ſweets can ne'er be cloy'd. 


15 
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My dear Beſſy; when the roſes 
Leave thy check, as thou grows aulder, 
Virtue, which thy mind diſcloſes, 15 
Will keep love from growing caulder. 


Beſſy's tocher is but ſcanty, 
Yet her face and. ſoul diſcovers 
Thoſe enchanting ſweets in plenty 
Maun entice a thouſand lovers. 20 
It's not money, but a woman 
Of a temper kind and eaſy, 
That gives happineſs uncommon z 
Petted things can nought but teaze ye. 


BONIEST LASS IN A* THE WARLD, 


Look where my dear Hamilla ſmiles, 
Hamilla! heavenly charmer ; 
See how wi' a' their arts and wiles 
The Loves and Graces arm her. 
A bluſh dwells glowing on her cheeks, 3 
Fair feats of youthful pleaſures, 
There love in ſmiling language ſpeaks, 
There ſpreads his roſy treaſures, 
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O faireſt maid ! I own thy power, 

I gaze, I figh, and languiſh, 

Yet ever, ever will adore, 
And triumph in my anguiſh. 

But eaſe, O charmer ! eaſe my care, 
And let my torments move thee ; 

As thou art faireſt of the fair, 

So I the deareſt love thee. 
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BONNY CHRISTY. 


How ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green! 
| Sweet taſte the peach and cherry; 
Painting and order pleaſe our een, 
And claret makes us merry : 
But fineſt colours, fruits, and flow'rs, 
And wine, though I be thirſty, 
Loſe a' their charms and weaker powers, 
Compar'd with thoſe of Chriſty. 


When wand'ring o'er the flow'ry park, 
Nae nat'ral beauty wanting, 
How lightlſome is't to hear the lark, 
And birds in concert chanting ? 
But if my Chriſty tunes her voice, 
I'm wrapt in admiration ; 


10 


10 


10 


10 
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My thoughts with ecſtacies rejoice, 
And drap the hale creation. 


Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly glance, 
I tak the happy omen, 

And aften mint to make advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a woman : 

But, dubious of my ain deſert, 
My ſentiments I ſmother ; 

With ſecret ſighs I vex my heart, 
For fear ſhe loves another. 


Thus ſang blate Edie by a burn, 
His Chriſty did o'er-hear him; 
She doughtna let her lover mourn, 
But, e'er he wilt, drew near him. 
She ſpake her favour with a look, 
Which left nae room to doubt her ; 
He wiſely this white minute took, 
And flang his arms about her. 


My Chriſty! —witneſs, bonny ſtream, 


Sic joys frae tears ariſing, 

I with this may na be a dream ; 
O love the maiſt ſurpriſing ! 

Time was too precious now for tauk; 
This point of a' his wiſhes 

He wadna with ſet ſpeeches bauk, 
But war'd it a' on kiſſes. 
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BESSY BELL AND MARY GRA. 


O Brssr Burr and Mary Gray, 
They war twa bonny laſſes, 

They bizg'd a bower on yon burn brae 

[ And theeked it o'er wi' raſhes. 

Fair Buffy Bell I loe'ed yeitreen, 5 
And thought I ne'er could alter: | 

But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 

They gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſly's hair's like a lint-tap ; 
She ſmiles like a May morning. 
When Phoebus ſtarts frae Thetis? lap, 
The hills with rays adorning: 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 
Her waiſt and feet's fu” genty ; 
With ilka grace ſhe can command; 15 
Fer lips, O wow! they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like a craw, 

Her een like diamonds glances; 
She's ay ſae clean, red up and braw, 

She kills whene?er the dances: 20 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 

She blooming, tight and tall 1s ; 
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And guides her airs ſae gracefu' ſtill, 
O love, ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 25. 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us; 
Qur fancies jee between you twae, 
Ye are ſic bonny laſles : 
Waes me! for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're ſtented; 30 
Then I'Nl draw cuts, and tak' my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


BONNY LASS OF BRANRSOME. 


As I came in by Tiviot-ſide, 
And by the braes of Brankſome, 
There firſt I ſaw my bonny bride, 
Young, fmiling, ſweet, and handſome ; 
Her {kin was ſafter than the down, 5 
And white as alabaſter; 
Her hair a ſhining wavy brown; 
In ſtraightneſs nane ſurpaſt her. 


Life glow'd upon her lip and cheek, 
Her clear een were ſurpriſing, 36 
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And beautifully turn'd her neck, 
Her little breaſts juſt riſing. 

Nae ſilken hoſe wi' gooſhets fine, 
Or ſhoon wi' glancing laces, 

On her bare leg forbade to ſhine, t5 
Well-ſhapen native graces. 


Ae little coat, and bodice white, 
Was ſum of a' her claithing ; 
Ev'n theſe o'er meikle ; maar delyte 
She'd given cled wi' naething. 3 
She lean'd upon a flowry brae, 
By which a burnie trotted; 
On her I glowr'd my ſaul away, 
While on her ſweets J doated. 


A thouſand beauties of deſert 25 
Before had ſcarce alarm'd me, 
Till this dear artleſs truck my heart, 
And, but defigning, charm'd me. 
Hurry'd by love, cloſe to my breaſt 
I graſp'd this fund of bliffes ; 30 
Wha ſmil'd, and ſaid, Without a prieſt, 
Sir, hope for nought but kiſſes. | 


I had nae heart to do her harm, 
And yet I cou'dna want her; 

What ſhe demanded, ilka charm 35 

Of hers pled, I ſhou'd grant her. 
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since Heav'n had dealt to me a routh, 
Straight to the kirk I led her; 

There plighted her my faith and trowth, 
And a young lady made her. 40 


CHARMS OF LOVELY PEGGY. 


Oven more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 

To hills and dales my paſſion tell; 

A flame which time can never quell, 
That burns for thee, my: Peggy. 

Yet greater bards the lyre ſhould hit ; 5 

For pray what ſubje& is more fit, 

Than to record the ſacred wit, 
And bloom of lovely Peggy? 


The ſun juſt riſing in the morn, 


That paints the new-beſpangled thorn, 10 


Does not ſo much the day adorn 

As does my lovely Peggy. 
And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, | 
He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 


He's not ſo beauteous, as undreſt, 15 


Appears my lovely Peggy. 
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Were ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon my oaten reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 
With her a cottage would delight, 
All pleaſes while ſhe's in my ſight ; 
But when ſhe's gone, 'tis endleſs night, 
All dark without my Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the violet blows, 

Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 

They do not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 

J ſtole a kils the other day, 

And, truſt me, nonght but truth I ſay, 

'The fragrant breath of blooming May 

Was not fo ſweet as Peggy. 


While bees from flow'r to flow'r do rove, 
And linnets warble thro? the grove, 
Or ſtately ſwans the waters love, 

So lang I'll love my Peggy. 
And when Death, with his pointed dart, 
Shall ftrike the blow that wounds my heart, 
My words ſhall be, when I depart, 

Adieu, my lovely Peggy. 
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COLD FROSTY MORNING, 


Wars innocent paſtime our pleaſures did crown, 
Upon a green meadow, or under a tree, 
E'er Annie became a fine lady in town, 

How lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe ? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Annie, 5 
Let ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy a- jee: 

O! as thou art bonny, be faithful and canny, 
And favour thy Jamie wha dotes upon thee. 


Does the death of alintwhite give Annie the ſpleen ? 
Can tyning of trifles be unealy to thee ? 10 
Can lapdogs or monkies draw tears from thoſe een, 
That look with indiff'rence on poor dying me? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Annie, 
And dinna prefer a paroquet to me: 
O! as thou art bonny, be prudent and canny, 15 
And think upon Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


Ah! ſhould a new mantua or Flanders lace head, 
Or yet a wee coatie, though never ſo fine, 
Gar thee grow forgetful, or let his heart bleed, 


That anes had ſome hope of purchaſing thine? 20 
M. & 5 
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Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Annie, 


And dinna prefer ye'r fleegarics to me: 
O! as thou art bonny, be ſolid and canny, 
And tent a true lover that doats upon thee. 


Shall a Paris edition of new-fangled Sany, 25 
Tho? gilt o'er wi' laces and fringes he be, 
By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Annie, 
And aim at thoſe benniſons promis'd to me? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Annie, 
And never prefer a light dancer to me: 30 
O! as thou art bonny, be conſtant and canny, 
Love only thy Jamie wha dotes upon thee. 


O think, my dear charmer ! on ilka ſweet hour, 
That flade away ſaftly between thee and me, 
E'er ſquirrels, or beaus, or fopp'ry had pow'r 35 
To rival my love, or impoſe upon thee, 

Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Annie, 
And let thy deſires be a' center'd in me: 

O! as thou art bonny, be faithful and canny, 
And love him wha's langing to center in thee. 40 


CORN RIGGS ARE BONN. 


M y PaTIE is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy, 
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His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy. 


His ſhape is handſome, middle ſize ; 
He's ſtately in his wawkang 

The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe ; 
'Tis heav'n to hear him tawking. 


Laſt night J met him on a bak, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 
There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 

That ſet my heart a-glowing. 


He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony ; 

That gars me like to ſing ſinſyne, 
0 corn riggs are bonny. 


Ley maidens of a filly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting : _ 


Then I'll comply and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernony 

He's free to touzle air or late 
Where corn riggs are bonny. 
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COLLIER'S BONNY LASSIE. 


Tux collier has a daughter, 


And O ſhe's wond'rous bonny ; 
A laird he was that ſought her, 

Rich baith in lands and money : 
The tutors watch'd the motion. 


Of this young honeſt lover; 


But love is like the ocean ; 


Wha can its depth diſcover ! 


He had the art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' reſpected ; 
His airs fat round him eaſy, 
Genteel, but unaffected. 
The collier's bonny laſſie, 
Fair as the new-born lite, 
Ay ſweet, and never ſaucy, 
Secur'd the heart of Willie. 


He lov'd beyond expreſſion _ 


The charms that were about her, 
And panted for poſſeſſion, 
His life was dull without her. 
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After mature reſolving, 

Cloſe to his breaſt he held her, 
In ſafteſt flames diſſolving, 

Ie tenderly thus tell'd her: 


My bonny collier's daughter, 25 
Let naething diſcompoſe ye, | 
'Tis no your ſcanty tocher 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye: 
For I have gear in plenty, 
And love fays, 'tis my duty go 
To ware what Heaven has lent me, 
Upon your wit and beauty. 


DOWN THE BURN, DAVIE. 


Wars trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee; 

When Mary was complete fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her ee; . 

Blyth Davie's blinks her heart did move 9 
To ſpeak her mind thus free, 

Gang down the burn, Davie, love, 


And I ſhall follow thee, 


Now Davie did each lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this burn fide, 10 
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And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride : 
Her cheeks were rofie, red and white, 
Her een were bonny blue : 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 


As down the burn they took their way, 
What tender tales they ſaid ! 

His cheek to hers he aft did lay, 
And with her boſom play'd ; 

Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bleſt, 

In yonder vale they lean'd them down ; 
Love only ſaw the reſt, 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 
And naething ſure unmeet 

For ganging hame, I heard them ſay, 
They lił'd a wawhk ſae fweet ; 

And that they aften ſbou'd return 
Sick pleaſure to renew. 

DPuoth Mary, Love, I like the burn, 


And ay ſhall follow you. 
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DUMBARTON DRUMS, 


Dousaxrox's drums beat bonny—O 
When they mind me of my dear Johnny—O. 
How happy am I, 
When my ſoldier is by, 
While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie=O! 5 
'Tis a ſoldier alone can delight me—O, 
For his graceful looks do invite me—O ; 
While guarded in his arms, 
I'll fear no war's alarms, 
Neither danger nor death ſhall e'er fright me—O. 


My love is a handſome laddie_.O, 11 
Genteel, but ne'er foppiſh nor gaudy—O : 
Tho' commiſſions are dear, 
Yet I'll buy him one this year; 
For he ſhall ſerve no longer a cadie—O, 15 
A ſoldier has honour and bravery—O, 
Unacquainted with rogues and their knavery—O : 
He minds no other thing 
But the ladies or the king : 
For every other care is but flavery—O. 20 


Then I'll be the captain's lady—O : 
Farewell all my friends, and my daddy—O xz 
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I'll wait no more at home, 
But I'll follow with the drum, 
And whene'er that beats I'll be ready—=O. 2; 
Dumbarton's drums ſound bonny—O, 
They are ſprightly like my dear Johnny—O: 
How happy ſhall I be, 
When on my ſoldier's knee, 
And he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie—O! 30 


DUNT, DUNT, PITTIE, PATTIE. 


Os Whitſunday morning 
I went to the fair, 
My yellow-hair'd laddie 
Was ſelling his ware; 
He gied me lick a blyth blink F 
With his bonny black ee, 
And a dear blink, and a fair blink, 


It was unto me, 


I wiſt not what ail'd me 

When my laddie came in, 10 
The little wee ſtarnies 

Flew ay frae my een; 
And the ſweat it dropt down 

Frac my very ce-brie, 
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And my heart play'd ay 15 
Dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie. 


wiſt not what ail'd me, 
When I went to my bed; 
I toTed and tumbled, 
And ſleep frae me fled. 20 
Now, its ſleeping and waking 
He's ay in my ee, 
And my heart play'd ay 
Dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie, 


THE DECEIVER, 


Wir tuneful pipe and hearty glee, 
Young Watty wan my heart 
A bl;ther lad ye coudna ſee, 
All beauty without art. 
His winniag tale 5 
Did ſoon prevail 
To gain my fond belief; 
But ſoon the ſwain 
Gangs o'er the plain, 
And leaves me full, and leaves me full, 10 
And leaves me full of grief. 
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Though Colin courts with tuneful ſang, 
Vet few regard his mane ; 
The laſſes a? round Watty thrang, 
While Colin's left alane : 

In Aberdeen 

Was never ſeen 
A lad that gave ſic pain 

He daily woos, 

And till purſues, | g 
Till he does all, till he does all, 

Till he does all obtain. 


But ſoon as he has gain'd the bliſs, 
Away then does he run, 
And hardly will afford a kiſs 
To ſilly me undone: 
Bonny Katty, 
Maggy, Beatty, 
Avoid the roving ſwain; 
His wyly tongue 
Be ſure to ſhun, 
Or you like me, or you like me, 
Like me will be undone, 
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ET'TRICK BANKS. 


Q x Ettrick banks, in a ſummer's night, 
At glowming when the ſheep drave hame, 
I met my laſſie braw and tight, 
Come wading barefoot a? her lane : 
My heart grew light ; I ran, I flang 5 
My arms about her lily neck, 
And kiſs'd and clapt her there fou lang, 
My words they were na mony feck. 


I ſaid, my laſſie, will ye go 
To the Highland hills, the Erſe to learn? 10 
I'll baith gie thee a cow and ew, 
When ye come to the brig of Earn. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And herrings at the Broomy Law; 
Cheer up your heart, my bonny laſs, I; 
There's gear to win we never ſaw, 


All dzy when we have wrought enough, 
Wh-:. winter, froſts, and {naw begin, 
Soon a+ the ſun gaes weſt the loch, 
At night when we fit down to ſpin, 20 
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I'll ſcrew my pipes, and play a fpring ; 
And thus the weary night we'll end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring 

Our pleaſant fimmer back again. 


Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 
I'll meet my laſs amang the broom, 
And lead you to my ſimmer ſhield. 
Then far frae a' their ſcornfu? din, 
That make the kindly hearts their ſport, 
We'll laugh, and kiſs, and dance, and ſing, 
And gar the langeſt day ſeem ſhort. 
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EWE-BUCHTS, MARION.. 


Was ye gae to the ewe- buchts, Marion, 
And wear in the ſheip wi' me? 

Th- lun ſhines ſweit, my Marion, 

But nae lia'f ſae ſweit as thee. 

O Marton's a bonnie laſs, 

And the blyth blinks in her ee; 

And fain wad I marrie Marion, 

Gin Faction wad marry me. 


There's gowd in your garters, Marion, 
And filler on your white-hauſe bane ; 


25 


30 


$COTS SONGS, 


Fou faine wad I kiſſe my Marion 

At ene quhan I cum hame. 

There's braw lads in Earnſlaw, Marion, 
Quha gap and glow'r wr their ee”, 

At kirk quhan they ſee my Marion; 
Bot na ne of them lues like me. 


I've nine milk-ewes, my Marion, 
A cow, and a brawny quay ; 

Iſe gie them a' to my Marion 
Upon her bridal day. 

And ye's get a green ſey apron, 
And waiſtcote o' London broun ; 
And wow but ye will be vapering 
Quhan e'er ye gang to the town. 


I'm young and ftout, my Marion, 
Nane dance like me on the green; 
Ard gin ye forſake me, Marion, 

Ie cen gae draw up wi' Jeane. 

Sae put on your pearlins, Marion, 
And kirtle of the cramaſie; 

And ſune as my chin has nae hair on 
7 fall cum weſt and fee ye. 
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FLOWERS OF THE FOREST. 


Þ'vz ſeen the ſmiling 
Of Fortune beguiling, 
I've felt all its favours, and found its decay; 
Sweet was its bleſſing, 
Kind its careſſing, | 5 
But now tis fled, fled far away. 


I've ſeen the foreſt 
Adorn'd the foremoſt, 

With flowers of the faireſt, moſt pleaſant and gay; 
Sae bonny was their blooming, 10 
Their ſcent the air perfuming; 

But now they are wither'd and wedded away, | 


I've ſeen the morning, 
With gold the hills adorning, 15 
And loud tempeſt ſtorming before the mid-day. 
I've ſeen Tweed's ſilver ſtreams 
Shining in the ſunny beams, 
Grow drumbly and dark as he row'd on his way. 


O fickle Fortune! 20 
Why this cruel ſporting ? 


scors SONGS. 289 


O why ſtill perplex us, poor ſons of a day ? 
Nae mair your {miles can cheer me, 
Nae mair your frowns can fear me. 

For the flowers of the foreſt are withered a- 


Way, ; | 25 
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Avizo, ye ſtreams that ſmoothly glide 
Through mazy windings o'er the plain, 
]'ll in ſome lonely cave refide, 
And ever mourn my faithful ſwain. 
| Flower of the foreſt was my love, 5 
Soft as the ſighing ſummer's gale, 
Gentle and conſtant as the dove, 
Blooming as roſes in the vale. 


Alas! by Tweed my love did ſtray, 

For me he ſearch'd the banks around; 10 
But, ah! the ſad and fatal day, 

My love, the pride of ſwains, was drown'd. 
Now droops the willow o'er the ſtream; 

Pale ſtalks his ghoſt in yonder grove; 
Dire Fancy paints him in my dream; 15 
Awake I mourn my hopeleſs love; 
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FLOWERS OE EDINBURGH, 


My love was once a bonny lad, 
He was the flower of all his kin. 
The abſence of his bonny face 
Has rent my tender heart in twain, 
I day nor night find no delight; 5 
In filent tears I ſtill complain; 
And exclaim *gainit thoſe my rival foes, 
That ha'e ta'en from me my darling ſwain, 


Deſpair and anguiſh fills my breaſt, 
Since I have loſt my blooming role ; 10 
I figh and moan while others reſt; 
His abſence yields me no repoſe. 
To ſeek my love I'll range and rove, 
Thro' every grove and diſtant plain; 
Thus I'll ne'er ceaſe, but ſpend my days, I5 
To hear tidings from my darling ſwain. 


There's naething ſtrange in Nature's change, 
Since parents ſhew ſuch cruelty ; 
They caus'd my love from me to range, 

And knows not to what deſtiny. 29 
The pretty kids and tender lambs a 

May ceaſe to ſport upon the plain; 
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But I'll mourn and lament in deep diſcontent 
For the abſence of my darling ſwain. 


Kind Neptune, let me thee entreat, 25 
To ſend a fair and pleaſant gale ; 
Ye dolphins ſweet, upon me wait, 
And convey me on your tail; 
Heaven bleſs my voyage with ſucceſs, 
While croſſing of the raging main, 30 
And fend me ſafe o'er to that diſtant ſhore, 
To meet my lovely darling ſwain. 


All joy and mirth at dur return 
Shall then abound from Tweed to Tay; 
The bells ſhall ring and ſweet birds ſing, 35 
To grace and crown our nuptial day. 
Thus bleſs'd wi' charms in my love's arms, 
My heart once more I will regain ; 
Then I'll range no more to a diſtant ſhore, 
But in love will enjoy my darling ſwain. 40 
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FOURTEENTH OF OCTOBER, 


. gods! was Strephon's picture bleſt 
With the fair heaven of Chloe's breaſt ? 
Move ſofter, thou fond flutt'ring heart, 
Oh gently throb, — too fierce thou art. 
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Tell me, thou brighteſt of thy kind, 
For Strephon was the bliſs deſign'd? 
For Strephon's ſake, dear charming maid, 


Didſt thou prefer his wand'ring ſhade ? 


And thou, bleſt ſhade, that ſweetly art 

Lodg'd ſo near my Chloe's heart, 

For me the tender hour improve, 

And ſoftly tell how dear I love. 
Ungrateſul thing! it ſcorns to hear 

Its wretched maſter's ardent prayer, 
Ingroſſing all that beauteous heaven, 
That Chloe, laviſh maid, has given. 


I cannot blame thee; were I lord 
Of all the wealth theſe breaſts afford, 
I'd be a miſer too, nor give 
An alms to keep a god alive. 

Oh! ſmile not thus my lovely fair, 

On theſe cold looks that lifeleſs are; 
Prize him whole boſom glows with fire, 
With eager love and ſoft deſire. 


"Tis true, thy charms, O pow'rful maid, 
To life can bring the ſilent ſhade : 
Thou canſt ſurpaſs the painter's art, 
And real warmth and flames impart. 
But, oh! it ne'er can love like me, 

I ever loy'd, and lov'd but thee : 
Then, charmer, grant my fond requeſt; 
Say, thou canſt love, and make me bleſt, 
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FAIREST OF HER DAYS. 


Wæox'za beholds my Helen's face, 
And ſays not that good hap has ſhie; 
Who hears her ſpeak, and tents her grace, 
Sall think nane ever. ſpake but ſhe. 
The ſhort way to reſound her praye, 
She ir the faireſt of ber days, 


Gr 


Who knows her wit, and not admires, 
He maun be deem'd deyoid of ikill ; 
Her virtues kindle ſtrong deſires 
In them that think upon her ſtill. 19 
The ſhort way, &c. 


Her red 1s like unto the roſe 
Whaſe buds are op'ning to the ſun, 
Her comely colours do diſcloſe 


The firſt degree of ripeneſs won. 15 
The ſhort way, &c. 


And with the red is mixt the white, 
Like to the ſan and fair moonſhine, 
That does upon clear waters light, 
And makes the colour ſcem divine, 20 
The ſhort way to reſound her prat/s, 
S>c rs the fairgt of her days, 
N. 
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GILDEROY. 


An! Chloris, could I now but fit 
As unconcern'd as when 
Your infant-beauty could beget 
No happineſs nor pain, 
When I this dawning did admire, $ 
And prais'd the coming day, 
T little thought that riſing fire 
Would take my reſt away. 


Your charms in harmleſs childhood lay, 
As metals in a mine. 10 
Age from no face takes more away, 
Than youth conceal'd in thine. 
But as your charms inſenſibly 
To their perfection preſt: 
So love as unperceiv'd did fly, 15 
And center'd in my breaſt. 


My paſſion with your beauty grew, 
While Cupid at my heart, 

Still as his mother favour'd you, 
Threw a new-flaming dart, 


" 
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Each gloried in their wanton part : 
To make a lover, he 
Employ'd the utmoſt of his art 
To make a beauty, ſhe, 36 


GALLOWSHIELS, 


As the ſhepherd's mournful fate ! 
When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languill: 
To bear the ſcornful fair one's hate, 
Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſh ! 
Yet eager looks, and dying ſighs, 5 
My ſecret ſoul diſcover, 
While rapture trembling through mine eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her : 


The tender glance, the red'ning chez, 
O'erſpread with riſing bluſhes, 10 
A thouſand various ways they ſpeak | 
A thouſaud various withes. 
For oh! that form ſo heavenly fair, 
Thoſe languid eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling, 
That artleſs bluſh, and modeſt air, 1 5 
So fatally beguiling. 


Thy every look, and every grace, 
So charm whene'er I view thee ; 


N 4 
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Till death o'ertake me in the chace, 

Still will my hopes purſue thee. ' 29 
Then when my tedious hours are paſt, 

Be this laſt bleſſing given, 
Low at thy feet to breathe my laſt, 

And die in fight of heaven. 24 


GREEN SLEEVES, 


Vr watchful guardians of the fair, 
Who {kiff on wings of ambient air, 
Of my dear Delia take a care, 
And repreſent her lover 
With all the gaiety of youth, 5 
With honour, juſtice, love, and truth; 
Till I return, her paſſions ſoothe, 
For me in whiſpers move her, 


Be careful no baſe ſordid ſave, 

With ſoul funk in a golden grave, 6 

Who knows no virtue but to ſave, 
With glaring gold bewitch her, 

Tell her, for me ſhe was deſign'd, 

For me who know how to be kind, 

And have mair plenty in my mind, 15 
Than ane who's ten times richer. 


20 
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Let all the warld turn upſide down, 
And fools run an eternal round, 
In queſt of what can ne'er be found, 
To pleaſe their vain ambition 20 
Let little minds great charms eſpy, 


In ſhadows which at diſtance ly, 


\Whoſe hop'd-for pleaſure when come nigh, 
Proves nothing in fruition : 


But caſt into a mold divine, 25 
Fair Delia does with luſtre ſhine, 
Her virtnous ſoul's an ample mine, 

Which yields a conſtant treaſure. 
Let pocts in ſublimeſt lays, 
Employ their {kill her fame to raile ; 30 
Let ſons of muſic paſs whole days, 

With well-tun'd reeds to pleaſe her. 


HIGHLAND LADDIE. 


Tur lawland lads think they are fine 
But O, they're vain and idly gawdy! 
How much unlike that gracefu' mien, 
And mauly looks of my highland laddie ! 
0 my bonny, bouny highland laddie, & 
My hand/ume charming highland laddie 
May heaven ſill guard, and lade reward 
Our lawland l/s, aud her highland laddie. 
N 5 


- 


298 SCOTS SONGS, 


If I were free at will to chuſe, 

To be the wealthieſt lawland lady, 10 
I'd take young Donald without trews, 

With bonnet blew, and belted plaidy. 


O my bonny, &c. 


The braweſt beau in burrow's-town, 
In a' his airs, with art made ready, 15 
Compar'd to him he's but a clown; a 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


O'er benty hill with him I'll run, 
And leave my lawland kin and daddy, 20 
Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, 
He'll ſcreen me with his highland plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


A painted room, and ſilken bed, 
May pleaſe a lawland laird and lady ; 25 
But I can kiſs and be as glad, 
Behind a buſt in's highland plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


Few compliments between. us paſs, 
I ca' him my dear highland laddie, 30 
And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 
Syne rows me in beneath his plaidie, 
O my bonny, &c. 


Nae greater joy I'll e'er pretend, 
Than that his love prove true and fleady, 
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Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, | 
While Heaven preſerves my highland laddie. . 
O my bonny, &c. 


Same Tune. 


Tur lawland maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're four and unco ſawey; 
ae proud, they never can be kind 
Like my good-humour'd highland laſſie. 
O my bonny, bonny highland laſſie, 5 
My hearty ſmuling highland lafſie ; 
May never care make thee leſs fair, 


But bloom of youth ſtill bleſs my lafſie. 


Than ony laſs in burrow's-town, 

Wha mak their cheeks with patches mottie, 10 
I'd take my Katty but a gown, 

Bare-footed in her little coatie. 


O my bonny, &c. 


Beneath the brier or brecken buſh, 
Whene'er I kiſs and court my dawtie; 15 
Happy and blyth as ane wad with, 
My fighteren heart gangs pittie pattie. 
O my bonny, &c. 
N 6 
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O'er higheſt hethery hills I'll ſten, 
With cockit gun and ratches tenty, 20 
To drive the deer out of their den, | 
To feaſt my laſs on dithes dainty. 
O my bonny, &c. 


There's nane ſhall dare by deed or word, 
*Gainſt her to wag a tongue or finger, 25 
While I can wield my truſty ſword, 
Or frae my ſide whiik out a whinger. 


O my bonny, &c. 


The mountains clad with purple bloom, 
And berries ripe, invite my treaſure 30 
To range with me; let great fowk gloom, 
While wealth and pride confound their pleaſure, 
O niy bonny, bonny highland laſſie, 
My lovely ſmuling highland loſſie, 
May never care make thee leſs farr, 35 
But bloom of youth flill bleſs my laſſie. 


HAD AWA' FRAE ME, DONALD. 


() COME awa', come awa', 
Come awa? wi' me, Jenny; 
Sick frowns I canna bear frae ane 


Whaſe {mules ance raviſh'd me, Jenny 
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If you'll be kind, you'll never find 5 
That ought ſall alter me, Jenny; 

For you're the miſtreſs of my mind, 
Whate'er you think of me, Jenny. 


Firſt when your ſweets enſlav'd my heart, 
You ſeem'd to favour me, Jenny; 10 
But now, alas! you act a part 
That ſpeaks unconſtancy, Jenny: 
Unconſtancy is ſic a vice, 
Tis not befitting thee, Jenny; 
It ſuits not wi' your virtue nice 15 
To carry ſae to me, Jenny. 


HER ANSWER, 


O HAD awa, had awa', 
Had awa? frae me, Donald ; 

Your hea:t is made o'er large for ane, 
It is not meet for me, Donald. 

Some fickle miſtreſs you may find, 5 
Will jilt as faſt as thee, Donald; 

To ilka ſwain ſhe will prove kind, 


And nae leſs kind to thee, Donald. 


Zut I've a heart that's naething ſuch, | ; 
Tis fill'd with honeſty, Donald; FO 
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I'll ne'er love money, I'll love much, 
I hate all levity, Donald. 
Therefore nae mair, with art, pretend 
Your heart is chain'd to mine, Donald ? 
For words of falſehood ill defend 
A roving love like thine, Donald. 


Firſt when you courted, I muſt own 
I frankly favour'd you, Donald ; 
Apparent worth and fair renown, 
Made me believe you true, Donald. 
Ik virtue then ſeem'd to adorn 
The man eſteem'd by me, Donald; 
But now, the maſk fall'n af, I ſcorn 
To ware a thought on thee, Donald. 


And now, for ever, had awa', 

Had awa' frae me, Donald; 

Gae ſeek a heart that's like your ain, 
And come nae mair to me, Donald ; 

For. I'll reſerve myſell for ane, 
For ane that's liker me, Donald ; 

If fic a ane I canna find, 
I'll ne'er loe man, nor thee, Donald. 


Donald. 


Then I'm thy man, and falſe report 
Has only tald a lie, Jenny? 

To try thy truth, and make us ſport 
The tale was rais'd by me, Jenny. 


L 


20 
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Jenny. 
When this ye prove, and ſtill can love, 
Then come awa' to me, Donald; 
I'm weel content, ne'er to repent 


That I hae ſmil'd on thee, Donald. 40 


HAY's BONNY LASSIE. 


B, ſmooth-winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 
Aft cry'd he, Oh hey! maun I ſtill live pining 
Myſell thus awa, and darna diſcover 

To my bonny Hay that I am her lover ? 


Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ſtronger! 
If the's not my bride, my days are nae longer; 6 
Then I'll take a heart, and try at a venture, 

May be, e'er we part, my vows may content her. 


She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and ſing, bidding Day a good 
morrow 3 10 
The ſwaird of the mead, enamell'd with daiſies, 
Looks wither'd and dead when twin'd of her 


graces, & 
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But if ſhe appear where verdure invites her, 

The fountains run clear, and flowers ſmell the 
ſweeter; | 

"Tis heaven to be by when her wit is a-flowing, 15 

Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my ſpirits a-glow- 


ing. 


The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded; 

Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confound- 
ed; 

I'm all in a fire, dear maid, to careſs ye, 20 

For a' my deſire is Hay's bonny laſſie. 


HAP ME WPF THY PET TI COA. 


O Br, thy looks hae kill'd my heart, 
I paſs the day in pain; 
When night returns, I feel the ſmart, 
And with for thee in vain. 
I'm ſtarving cold, while thou art warm; 5 
Have pity and incline, 5 
And grant me for a hap that charm- 
ing petticoat of thine. 


My raviſh'd fancy in amaze 

Still wanders o'er thy charms, 10 
Deluſive dreams ten thouſand ways 

Preſent thee to my arms. 


— 
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But waking, think what I endure, 
While cruel you decline 

Thoſe pleaſures, which alone can cure 
This panting breaſt of mine. 


J faint, I fail, and wildly rove, 
Becauſe you ſtill deny 

The juſt reward that's due to love, 
And let true paſſion die. 

Oh! turn, and let compaſſion ſeize 
That lovely breaſt of thine ; 

Thy petticoat could give me eaſe, 
If thou and it were mine, 


Sure heaven has fitted for delight 
That beauteous form of thine, 
And thou'rt too good its law to flight, 
By hind'ring the deſign. 
May all the powers of love agree, 
At length to make thee mine; 30 
Or looſe my chains, and ſet me free 
From ev'ry charm of thine. 


. HAPPY CLOWN, 


How happy is the rural clown, 
Who, far remov'd from noiſe of town, 
Contemns the glory of a crown, 


— 
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And in his ſafe retreat, 

Is pleas'd with his low degree, 

Is rich in decent poverty, 

From ſtrife, from care, and bus'neſs free, 
At once baith good and great ? 


Nae drums diſlurb his morning ſleep, 

He fears nae danger of the deep, 

Nor noiſy law, nor courts ne'er heap 
Vexation on his mind ; 

No trumpets rouze him to the war, 

No hopes can bribe, no threats can dare 

From ſtate intrigues he holds afar, 
And liveth unconfin'd, 


Like thoſe in golden ages born, 

He labours gently to adorn 

His ſmall paternal fields of corn, 
And on their product feeds; 

Each ſeaſon of the wheeling year, 

Induſtrious he improves with care, 

And till ſome ripen'd fruits appear, 
So well his toil ſucceeds. 


Now by a ſilver ſtream he lies, 

And angles with his baits and flies, 

And next the ſylvan ſcene he tries, 
His ſpirits to regale ; | 

Now from the rock or height he views 

His fleecy flock, or teeming cows ; 
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Then tunes his reed, or tries his muſe, 
That waits his honeſt call. 


Amidſt his harmleſs eaſy joys, 

No care his peace of mind deſtroys, 

Nor does he paſs his time in toys 
Beneath his juſt regard : 

He's fond to feel the zephyr's breeze, 

To plant and ſned his tender trees 

And for attending well his bees, 
Enjoys their ſweet reward. 


The flow'ry meads and ſilent coves, 

The ſcenes of faithful rural loves, 

And warbling birds on blooming groves, 
Afford a wiſh'd delight; 

But O how pleaſant is this life ! 

Bleſt with a chaſte and virtuous wife, 

And children prattling, void of ftrife, 
Around his fre at night ! 


HALLOW EVEN, 


* 


Wa: hangs that cloud upon thy brow, 
That beauteous heaven e'erwhile ſerene ? 
Wuence do thoſe ſtorms and tempeſts flow? 
Or what this guſt of paſſion mean ? 
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And muſt then mankind loſe that light, 
Which in thine eyes was wont to ſhine, 
And lie obſcur'd in endleſs night, 
For each poor filly ſpeech of mine ? 


Dear child, how can I wrong thy name, 

Since it's acknowledg'd at all hands, 
That could ill tongues abuſe thy fame, 

Thy beauty could make large amends ? 
Or if I durſt profanely try 

Thy beauty's pow'rful charms t' upbraid, 

Thy virtue well might give the lye, 

Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 


For Venus, ev'ry heart t' enſnare, 
With all her charms has deck'd thy face ; 
And Pallas, with unuſual care, 
Bids Wiſdom heighten ev'ry grace. 
Who can the double pain endure ? 
Or who muſt not reſign the field 
To thee, celeſtial maid, ſecure 


With Cupid's bow, and Pallas“ ſhield ? 


If then to thee ſuch pow'r is given, 
Let not a wretch in torment live, 
But ſmile, and learn to copy Heaven, 
Since we muſt fin e'er it forgive. 

But pitying Heaven not only does 
Forgive th? offender and th? offence, 
But even itſelf, appeas'd, beſtows, 
As the reward of penitence, 
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I'LL NEVER LEAVE THEE. 


Johny. 


Tuado' for ſeven years and mair honour ſhou'd 
reave me, 

To fields where cannons rair, thou need na grieve 
thee ; 

For deep in my fpirits thy ſweets are indented, 

Andlove ſhall preſerve ay what love has imprinted. 

Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 5 

Gang the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 


Nelly. 


O Johny! I'm jealous whene'er ye diſcover 
My ſeatiments yielding, ye'll turn a looſe rover; 
And noaght i' the warld wad vex my heart fairer 
If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer. 10 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me! 

A' the lang night and day, if you deceive me. 


Johny. 

My Nelly, let never ſick fancies oppreſs ye, 
For while my blood's warm I'll kindly careſs ye: 
Your blooming ſaft beauties firſt beeted Love's fire, 
Your virtue and wit makeit ay flame the higher. 16 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 
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Nelly. 


Then, Johny, I frankly this minute allow ye 
To think me your miſtreſs, for love gars me trow 

20 
And gin you prove fa'ſe, to ye'rſell be it ſaid then; 
Ye'll win but ſma' honour to wrang a kind maiden 
Reave me, reave me, Heav'ns! it wad reave me 
Of my reft night and day, if ye deceive me, 


Johny. 

Bid iceſhogles hammer red gads on the ſtuddy, 25 
And fair ſimmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy; 
Bid Britons think ae gait, and when they obey ye, 
But never till that time believe I'll betray ye. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee ; 
The ſtarns ſhall gang witherſhins e'er I deceive 

thee, 30 


Same Tune. 


Or: day I heard Mary ſay, 
How ſhall I leave thee ? 
Stay, deareſt Adonis, ſtay, 
Why wilt thou grieve me ? 
Alas ! my fond heart will break, 5 
If thou ſhou'd leave me: 
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I'll live and die for thy ſake, 
Vet never leave thee. 


Say, lovely Adonis, ſay, 
Has Mary deceiv'd thee ? 

Did e'er her young heart betray 
New love, that's griev'd thee ? 
My conſtant mind ne'er ſhall ſtray, 

Thou mayſt believe me, 
I'll love thee, lad, night and day, 
And never leave thee, 


Adonis, my charming youth, 
What can relieve thee ? 

Can Mary thy anguiſh ſoothe ! 
This breaſt ſhall receive thee. 

My paſſion can ne'er decay, 
Never deceive thee : 

Delight ſhall drive pain away, 
Pleaſure revive thee. 


But leave thee, leave thee, lad, 
How ſhall I leave thee ? 

O! that thought makes me ſad, 

__ I'll never leave thee. 

Where would my Adonis fly ? 
Why does he grieve me ? 

Alas ! my poor heart will die, 


If I ſhould leave thee. 
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I WISH MY LOVE WERE IN A MYRE. 


Bresr as th! immortal gods 1s he, 
The youth who fondly fits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while 
Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile ! 


Tas this bereav'd my ſoul of reſt, 5 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt 

For while I gaz'd in tranſport toſt, 

My breath was gone, my voice was loſt : 


My boſom glow'd ; the ſubtile flame 
Ran quick through all my vital frame 10 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 


My ears with hollow murmurs rung: 


In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 

My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd, 

My feeble pulſe forgot to play, T5 
J fainted, ſunk, and dy'd away. 
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JOCKY BLYTH AND GAY. 


Burra Jocky young and gay, is all my heart's 
delight; 
He's all my talk by day, and all my dream by 
night. 
If from the lad J be, it's winter chen with me; 
But when he tarries here, it's ſummer all the 
year. 


When I and Jocky met firſt on the flowery dale, 5 

Right ſweetly he me tret, and love was a? his tale. 

You are the laſs, ſaid he, that ſtaw my o_ 
frae me. 

O eaſe me of my pain, and never ſhaw diſdain. 


Well can my Jocky kyth his love and courteſie, 
ie made my heart fu' blyth when he firſt ſpake 
to me. 10 

His ſuit Lill 4 he kiſs'd, and I comply'd: 
Sas Jocky promis'd-me, that he wad faithful be. 


I'm glad when Jocky comes, ſad when he gangs 


away; | 

Tis night hen Jock; goon but when he ſmiles 
"tis day, 

Vol. I. O 
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When our eyes meet I pant, I colour, ſigh, and 


faint 15 
What laſs that wad be kind can better tell her 
mind ? | 


I'LL NE'ER. LOVE THEE MORE. 


BY THE GREAT MARQUIS OF MONTROSE., 
—— — 
PART FIRST. 


Me dear and only love, I pray, 
That little world of thee, 

Be govern'd by no other ſway, 
But pureſt monarchy : 

. For if confu on have a part, 3 

Which virtuous ſouls abhor, 

I'll call a ſynod in my heart, 
And never love thee more, 


As Alexander I ill reign, 

And I will reign alone; o 
My thoughts did evermore diſdain 

A rival on my throne. 
He either fears his fate too- much, 


Or his deſerts are ſmall, 
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Who dares not put it to the touch, 
To gain or loſe it all. | 


But I will reign and govern till, 
And always give the law; 

And have each ſubject at my will, 
And all to ſtand in awe ; 

But 'gainſt my batt'ries if I find 
Thou ſtorm or vex me fore, 

And if thou ſet me as a blind, 
I'll never love thee more. 


And in the empire of thy heart, 7 
Where I ſhould ſolely be, 
It others do pretend a part, 
Or dare to ſhare with me 
Or committees if thou erect, 
Or go on ſuch a ſcore, 
I'll, ſmiling, mock at thy neglect, 
And never love thee more. 


But if no faithleſs action ſtain 
Thy love and conſtant word. 
I'll make thee famous by my pen, 
And glorious by my ſword. 
I'll ſerve thee in ſuch noble ways, 
As ne'er was known before ; 
I'll deck and crown thy head with bays, 
And love thee more and more. 
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SECOND PART. 


M. dear and only love, take heed, 
| Leſt thou thyſelf expoſe ; 
And let all longing lovers feed 
Upon ſuch looks as thoſe. 
A marble wall then build about, 5 
Beſet without a door; 
But if thou let thy heart fly out, 
I'll never love thee more, 


Let not their oaths, like vollies ſhot, 

Make any breach at all, 10 
Nor ſmoothnels of their language plot, 
Which way to ſcale the wall; 

Nor balls of wild-fire love conſume 

The ſhrine which I adore: 

For if ſuch ſmoak about thee fume, 15 

I' never love thee more. 


I think thy virtues be too ſtrong . 
To ſuffer by ſurpriſe ; 
Which victual'd by my love fo long, 
The ſiege at length mult riſe; 20 
And leave thee ruled in that health | 
And itate thou was before: 
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But if thou turn a commonwealth, 
I'll never love thee more. | 8 


But if by fraud, or by conſent, 
Thy heart to ruin come, 
I'll Hund no trumpet, as I wont, 
Nor march by tuk of drum 
But hold my arms, like enfigns up, 
Thy falſehood to deplore, 30 
And bitterly will ſigh and weep, 
And never Iove thee more. 


5 ' I'll do with thee as Nero did, 
When Rome was ſet on fire ; 
Not only all relief forbid, 35 
But to a hall retire ; 
And ſcorn to ſhed a tear to ſee, 
The ſpirit grow ſo poor 
0 But, ſmiling, ſing until I die, 
I'll never love thee more. 40 


Yet for the love I bore thee once, 
Leſt that thy name ſhould die, 


5 A monument of marble-ſtone 
The truth ſhall teſtifie z, 
That every pilgrim paſſing by, 45 
May pity and deplore . 


My caſe, and read the reaſon why 
J can love thee no more. 
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The golden laws of love ſhall be | 
Upon this pillar hung, | 1 

« A ſimple heart, a fingle eye, | 
A true and eins tongue. 

« Let no man for more love pretend 
« Than he has hearts in ſtore: 

“ True love begun ſhall never end; 55 
© Love one and love no more.“ 


Then ſhall thy heart be ſet by mine, 
But in far different caſe; 
For mine was true, ſo was not thine, 
But lookt like Janus? face. ; 60 
For as the waves with every wind, 
So ſails thou every ſhore, 
And leaves my conſtant heart behind ; 
How can I love thee more? 


My heart ſhall with the ſun be * 65 
For conſtancy moſt ſtrange, E: 

And thine ſhall with the moon be mixt, 
Delighting ay in change. 

Thy beauty ſhin'd at firſt moſt bright, 
And woe is me therefor, 70 

That e'er I found thy love ſo light, 

I could love thee no more. 


The miſty mountains, ſmoaking lakes, 
The rocks reſounding echo | 

The whiſtling wind that murmur makes, 75 

Shall all with me ſing hey ho, 
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The toſſing ſeas, the tumbling boats, 
Tears dropping from each ſhore, 
Shall tune with me their turtle notes, 

I'll never love thee more. | 


As doth the turtle chaſte and true 
Her fellow's death regret, 

And daily mourns for his adieu, 
And ne'er renews her mate ; 

So, though thy faith was never faſt, 
Which grieves me wond'rous ſore, 

Yet I ſhall live in love ſo chaſte, 
That I ſhall love no more, 


And when all gallants ride about, 
Theſe monuments to view, 

Whereon 1s written in and out, 
Thou trait'rous and untrue 3”? 

Then in a paſſion they ſhall pauſe, 
And thus ſay, fighing ſore, 

Alas! he had too juſt a cauſe 
Never to love thee more, 


And when that tracing goddeſs Fame 


From eaſt to weſt ſhall flee, 

She ſhall record it to thy ſhame, 
How thou haſt loved me ; 

And how in odds our love was ſuch 
As few has been before; 

Thou lov'd too many, I too much, 
That I can love no more. 
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— — —— . | ' 
I FIXT MY FANCY ON HER, 


Barcur Cynthia's power divinely great, 
What heart is not obe) ing? 
A thouſand Cupids on her wait, 
And in her eyes are playing. 
She ſeems the quee of love to reign; 5 
For the alone diſpenſes _ | 
Such weets 2s beſt can entertain 


The guſt of all the ſenſes. 


Her face a charming proſpect brings, | 
Her breath gives balmy bliſſes; 10 
T hear an angel when ſhe ſings, | 
And taſte of heav'n in kiſſes. 
Four ſenſes thus ſhe feaſts with joy, 
From Natuze's richeſt treaſure ; 
Let me the other ſenſe employ, | 35 
And I ſhall die with pleaſure, 


COTS so. 321 


PLL GAR. YE BE FAIN TO FOLLOW ME. 


He. 


Aomv, for a while, my native green plains, . 
My neareſt relations, my neighbouring ſwains 
Dear Nelly, frae thoſe I'd ſtart eaſily free, 
Were minutes not ages, while abſent frac thee... 


l She. 
Then tell me the reaſon, thou doſt not obey 5; 
The pleadings of love, but thus hurry. away ? 


Alake ! thou deceiver, o'er plainly I ſee, 
A lover ſae roving will never mind me. 


He. 


The reaſon unhappy is owing to fate, 
That gave me a being without an eſtate, 10 
Which lays a neceſſity now upon me, 
To purchaſe a fortune for pleaſure to thee. 


She. 


Small fortune may ſerve where love has the. 
ſway, 
Then Johnny be counſel'd na langer to ſtray : : 
| Q. / 9 | 


* * | | 
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For while thou proves conſtant in kindneſs to me- 
Contented I'II ay find a treaſure in thee. 16 
He. * 


O ceaſe, my dear charmer, elſe ſoon I'll betray 
A weakneſs unmanly, and quickly give way, 
To fondneſs, which may prove a ruin to thee, 

A. pain to us baith, 'and diſhonour to me. 


Bear witneſs, ye ſtreams, and witneſs ye flow. 
ers, > bed 20 
Bear witneſs, ye watchful inviſible powers, 
If ever my heart be unfaithful to thee, 
May naething propitious e'er ſmile upon me. 
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Is not your beauty nor your wit, 
That can my heart obtain; 

For they could never conquer yet 
Either my breaft or brain ; 

For if you'll not prove kind to me, [- 
And true as heretofore, 

Henceforth your ſlave I'll ſcorn to be, 


Nor doat upon you more. 


Think not my fancy to o'ercome, 
By proving thus unkind ; 10 


No ſmoothed ſigh, nor ſmiling frown, | 
Can ſatisfy my mind. 

Pray let Platonics play ſuch pranks, 
Such follies I deride ; | 

For love at leaſt I will have thanks, + 
And ſomething elſe beſide. 


Then open-hearted be with me, 
As I ſhall be with you, 
And let your actions be as free 
As virtue will allow. 20 
If you'll prove loving, I'll prove kind: 
If true, I'll conſtant be: 
If Fortune chance to change your mind; 
I'll turn as ſoon as ye. 


Since our affections well ye know 233 
In equal terms do ſtand, 
"Tis in your pow'r to love or no, 
Mine's likewiſe in my hand. 
Diſpenſe with your auſterity, 
Inconſtaney abhor; 30 
Or, by great Cupid's deity, - 
I'll never love you more. 


06 
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JOCKY AND JENNY. 


Jocly, 
V Hen Jocky was bleſt with your love and your 


truth, 
Not on Tweed's pleaſant banks dwelt fo 2 
ſome a youth: | 
With Jenny I ſported it all the day long, 
And her name was the burden -and joy of my 


ſong. 
And her name war the burden and je of my ſong. 5 


Jenny. 
E'er Jocky had ceas'd all his kindneſs to me, 
There liv'd in a vale not ſo happy a the : 


Such pleaſures with Jocky his Jenny had known, 
That ſhe ſcorn'd.in a cot the fine folks of the 


town. 


Jocky- 
Ah! Jocky, what fear now poſſeſſes thy mind, 10 
That Jenny ſo conſtant, to Willie's been kind! 
When dancing ſo gay with the nymphs on the. 


plain, 


She yielded her hand and ber heart to the ſwain.. 
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Jenny. 

You falſely upbraid, —but remember the day 

With Lucy you toy'd it beneath the new hay; 25 

When alone with your Lucy, the ſhepherds have 
ſaid, | 

You forgot all the vows that to Jenny you made. 


Jocky. 
Believe not, ſweet Jenny, my heart ſtray'd from 
thee, 
For Lucy the wanton's a maid ſtilt for me: 
From a laſs that's ſo true your fond Jocky ne'er 
: rov'd, 20 
Nor once could forſake the kind Jenny he lov'd. 


Jenny. | 
My heart for young Willy ne'er panted nor ſigh'd; 
For you of that heart was the joy and the pride. 
While Tweed's waters glide, ſhall your Jenny be 
true, 3 


Nor love, my dear Jocky, a ſhepherd like you. 25 
Jocly. | 


No ſhepherd e' er met with fo faithful a fair; 

For kindneſs no youth. can with Jocky compare. 
We'll love then, and live from fierce jealouſy free, 
And none on the plain ſhall be happy as we.. 


KATHARINE OGIE. 


As walking forth to view the plain, 
Upon a morning early, 
While May's ſweet ſcent did cheer my brain, 
From flow'rs which grew ſo rarely: 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty maid, 
She ſhin'd though it was foggy : 
I aſk'd her name: Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
My name is Katharine Ogie. 


I Rood a while, and did admire, 
To ſee a nymph fo ſtately ; 
So briſk an air there did appear, 
In a country maid ſo neatly : 
Such natural ſweetneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
Like a lilie in a bogie; 
Diana's ſelf was ne'er array'd 


Like this ſame Katharine Ogie. 


Thou flow'r of females, Beauty's queen, 
Who ſees thee fure muſt prize thee ; 
Though thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee 
Thy handſome air and graceful look, 
Far excells any clowniſh rogie; 
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Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, 


My charming Katharine Ogie. 


O were I but a ſhepherd ſwain! 
To feed my flock beſide thee, 

At boughting time to leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee; 

I'd think myſelf a happier man, 
With Kate, my club, and dogie, 
Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 

Had I but Katharine Ogie. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th? imperial throne, 
And ſtateſmen's dangerous ſtations : 
I'd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 
I'd ſmile at conqu'ring nations: 
Might I careſs and ſtill poſleſs 
This laſs of whom I'm vogie ; 
For theſe are toys, and ftill look Teſs, 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 


But I fear the gods have not decreed 
For me fo fine a creature 

Whoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works in nature. 

Clouds of deſpair ſurround my love, 
That are both dark and foggy : 

Pity- my caſe, ye powers above, 
Elſe. I die for Katharine Ogie. 


3ay 


25 


45 


KIND ROBIN LO'ES ME. 


Warns: 1 alone your ſoul poſſeſt, 
And none more lov'd your bolom preſt. 
Ye gods, what king like me was bleſt, 
When kind Jenny lo'ed me! 
Hey ho, Jenny, queth he, 5. 
Kind Robin loes. thee.. 


Jeany. 
Whilft you ador'd no other fair, 
Nor Kate with me your heart did ſhare, 
What queen with Jenny cou'd compare, 
When kind Robin lo'ed me! 1@ , 
Hey ho, Jenny, Oe. | 


Robin. 


Katy now commands my heart, 
Kate who ſings with ſo much art, 
Whoſe life to ſave with mine I'd part; 
For kind Katy lo'es me. 19 
Hey ho, Jenny, Wc. 


- Jeany.. 
Patie now delights mine eyes; . 
He with equal ardour dies, 
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Whoſe life to ſave I'd periſh twice; | 
For kind Patie lo'es me. 20 
Hey ho, Robin, &c. 


Robin, 
What if Kate for thee diſdain, 


And former love return again, 
To luk us in the ſtrongeſt chain : 


For kind Robin lo'es thee. 25 
Hey ho, Jenny, Oc. 
Jenny. 
Though Patie's kind, as kind can be, 
And thou more ſtormy than the ſea, - 
I'd chuſe to live and die with thee, 
If kind Robin lo'es me. 30 


Hey ho, Robin, Ge. 


— 


THE LAST TIME ICAME O'ER THE MUIR. 


Tus 1aft time I came o'er the muir, 
I left my love behind me ! 
Ye powers ! what pain do I endure, 
When ſoft ideas mind me? 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd $ 
The beaming day enſuing, 
I met betimes my lovely maid, 
In fit retreats for wooing. 
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Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
zing and chaſtely ſporting ; 10 

We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 

Till Night ſpread her black curtain. 
J pitied all beneath the ſkies, 

. Evn kings, when ſhe was nigh me; 

In raptures I beheld her eyes, 15 

Which cou'd but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me, 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may ſurround me : 20 
Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, | 
Shall make my care at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. | 


In all my ſoul there's not one place, 25 
To let a rival enter; 
Since ſhe excels in ev'ry grace, 
In her my love ſhall center. 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, 30 
On Greenland-ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The next time I gang o'er the muir, 

She ſhall a lover find me; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 35 
Tho? I left her behind me: 


i 
Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 


My heart to her fair boſom; 5 
There, while my being does remain, | 
My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 40 
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For ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting foe to love; 

And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Come in between and bid them part; 


Bid them ſigh on from day to day, 4 
And wiſh, and pine their ſoul away, 

Till youth and genial years are flown, 

And all the life of Love is gone ? 


But buſy, buſy {till art thon, 
To bind the loveleſs, joyleſs vow, 10 
The heart from pleaſure to delude, 

And join the gentle to the rude. 


For once, O Fortune, hear my pray'r, 

And I abſolve thy future care; 

All other wiſhes I reſign, 15 
Make but the dear Amanda mine. 
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Tu me, Hamilla, tell me why 
Thou doſt from him that loves thee. run ? 
Why from his ſoft embraces fy, 
And all his kind endearments ſhun ? 
So flies the fawn, with fear oppreſt, 5 
Secking its mother every where, 
It ſtarts at ev'ry empty blaſt, 
And trembles when no danger's near. 


And yet I keep thee but in view, 
To gaze the glories of thy face; 10 
Nor with a hateful ſtep purſue, 
As age, to rifle ev'ry grace. 
Ceaſe then, dear Wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, 
But haſte all rivals to outſhine, 
And, grown mature and ripe for joy, 15 
Leave Mamma's arms, and come to mine. 
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LEADER-HAUGHS, 


W azx Phoebus bright the azure ſkies 
With golden rays enlight'neth, 
He makes all Nature's beauties riſe, 


Herbs, trees, and flow'rs he quick'neth: 


Amongſt all thoſe he makes his choice, 
And with delight goes thorough, 
With radiant beams and filver ftreams 
O'er Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


When Aries the day and night 
In equal length divideth, 
And froſty Saturn takes his flight, 
Nae langer he abideth.; 
Then Flora Queen, with mantle green, 
Caſts aff her former forrow, 
And vows to dwell with Ceres? ſell, 
In Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


Pan, playing on his aiten reed, 
And ſhepherds him attending, 

Do here reſort their flocks to feed, 
The hills and haughs commending ; 


15 


* 
* 
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With cur and kent upon the bent, 
Sing to the ſun good-morrow, 


And ſwear nae fields mair pleaſure yield 


Than Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


An houſe there ſtands on Leader-fide, 


Surmounting my deſcriving, 


With rooms ſae rare, and windows fair, 


Like Dedalus' contriving 3 
Men paſling by, do aiten cry, 

In ſooth it hath no marrow 
It ſtands as ſweet on Leader-fide, 

As Newark does on Yarrow. 


A mile below wha liſts to ride, 
They'll hear the mavis ſinging ; 
Into St. Leonard's banks ſhe'll bide, 

Sweet birks her head o'erhinging; 


The lintwhite loud and Progne proud, 


With tuneful throats and narrow, 
Into St. Leonard's banks they ſing 
As ſweetly as in Yarrow. 


The lapwing lilting o'er the lee, 
With nimble wings ſhe ſporteth ; 

But vows ſhe'll flee far from the tree 
Where Philomel reſorteth: 

By break of day the lark can fay, 
I'll bid you a good-morrow, 


Pl ſtretch my wing, and mounting, ſing 


O'er Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


40 
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Park, Wantonwaws, and Woodencleugùh, 
The Eaſt and Weſtern Mainſes, 1280 

The wood of Lauder's fair enough, 1 
The corns are good in Blainihes 

Where aits are fine, and ſold by kind, 
That if ye ſearch all thorough, 

Mearns, Buchan, Mar, nane better are 55 
Than Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


In Buramill Bog, and Whiteſlade Shaws, 
The fearful hare ſhe haunteth ; 
Brighaugh and Braidwoodſhiel Ws | 
And Chapel-wood frequenteth ; 60 
Yet when ſhe irks, to Kaidlly birks 
She rins, and ſighs for ſorrow, 
That ſhe ſhould leave ſweet Leader-haughs, 
And cannot win to Yarrow. 


What ſweeter muſic wad ye hear, 65 
Than hounds and beigles crying ? 
The ftarted hare rins hard with fear, 
Upon her ſpeed relying : 
But yet her ſtrength it fails at length, 
Nae bielding can ſhe borrow (70 
In SorrePs fields, Cleckman, or Hags, 
And ſighs to be in Yarrow. 


For Rockwood, Ringwood, Spotty, Shag, 
With ſight, and ſcent purſue her, 

Till, ah ! her pith begins to flag, 75 
Nae cunning can reſcue her: | 125 
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O'er dub and dyke, o'er ſeugh and ſyke 
She'll rin the fields all thorough, 

Till fail'd ſhe fa's in Leader-haughs, 
And bids farewell to Yarrow. 


Sing Erſlington and Cowdenknows, 
Where Homes had anes commanding ; 

And Drygrange with the milk-white ews, 
"'Twixt Tweed and Leader ſtanding : 

The birds that flee thro? Redpath trees, 
And Gledſwood banks ilk morrow, 

May chant and ſing ſweet Leader-haughs, 
And bouny howms of Yarrow. 


But Minſtrel-burn cannot aſſuage 
His grief while life endureth, 

To ſee the changes of this age, 
That fleeting time procureth : 

For mony a place ſtands in hard caſe, 
Where blyth fowk kend nae ſorrow, 
With Homes that dwelt on Leader-fide, 
And Scots that dwelt on Yarrow. 


85 


95 


Same Tune. | 


Tue morn was Yair, ſaft was the air, 
All nature's ſweets were ſpringing; 


SCOTS SONGS. 337 


The buds did bow with filver dew, 
Ten thouſand birds were ſinging 3 
. When on the bent, with blyth content, 3 
Young Jamie ſang his marrow, 
Nae bonnier laſs e'er trod the graſs 
On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


How ſweet her face, where every grace 
In heavenly beauty's planted ; 10 
Her ſmiling een, and comely mien, 
That nae perfection wanted! 
I'll never fret, nor bane my fate, 
But bleſs my bonny marrow : 
If her dear ſmile my doubts beguile, 15 
My mind ſhall ken nae ſorrow. 


Yet tho? ſhe's fair, and has full ſhare 
Of every charm inchanting, 
Each good turns ill, and ſoon will kill 


Poor me, if love be wanting. 29 
O bonny laſs ! have but the grace 
« To think e'er ye gae further, 


Your joys maun flit, if you commit 
The crying fin of murder. 


My wand'ring ghaiſt will ne'er get reſt, 25 
And night and day affright ye.; 

But if ye're kind, with joyful mind 

I'll ſtudy to delight ye; | 

Our years around with love thus crown'd, 
From all things joy ſhall borrow ; 30 
Vol. I, P * 
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Thus none ſhall be more bleſt than we, 
On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


O ſweeteſt Sue ! 'tis only you 
Can make life worth my wiſhes ; | 
If equal love your mind can move 35 
To grant this beſt of bliſſes. 
Thou art my ſun, and thy leaſt frown 
Would blaſt me in the bloſſom ; 
But if thou ſhine, and make me thine, 
I'll flouriſh in thy boſom, 49 


LOCHABER NO MORE. 


F AREWELL to Lochaber, and farewell, my Jean, 


Where heartſome with thee I have mony a day 


been ; 
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
We'll may be return to Lochaber no more. 
Theſe tears that I ſhed they are a' for my dear, 5 
And no for the dangers attending on weir; 
Tho? bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more. 


Tho? hurricanes riſe, and raiſe every wind, 
They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my 
mind ; 10 


— 


rA BY 


* 
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Though loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, 
That's naething like leaving my love on the ſhore. 
To leave thee behind me, my heart is fair pain'd; 
By eaſe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd ; 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 
And I maun deſerve it before I can crave. 16 


Then glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excuſe ; 
Since honour commands me, how can I refuſe ? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 

And without thy favour I'd better not be. 20 
I gae then, my laſs, to win honour and fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
I'll bring a heart to thee with love running o'er, 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


LOVE IS THE CAUSE OF MY MOURNING. 


By a murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay, 
Be ſo kind, O ye nymphs, I oft-times heard her ſay, 
Tell Strephon I die, if he paſſes this way, 

And that love 1s the cauſe of my mourning. 


Falſe ſhepherds, that tell me of beauty and charms, 
You deceive me, for Strephon's cold heart never 
warms 3 
Yet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his arms, 
Ob ! Strephon! the cauſe of my mourning. 
P 2 
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But firſt, ſaid he, let me go down to the ſhades 


below, 
E'er ye let Strephon know that I have lov'd him 
ſo; 10 


Then on my pale cheek no bluſhes will ow, 
That love was the cauſe of my mourning. 


Her eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon came 
by 3 

He thought ſhe'd been 8 and ſoftly drew 
nigh : 

But finding her breathleſs, Oh heavens ! he did cry, 

Ab, Chloris the cauſe of my mourning. 16 


Reſtore me my Chloris; ye nymphs, uſe your art. 

They, ſighing, reply'd, Twas your eyes ſhot the 
dart, 

That wounded the tender young ſhepherdeſs' $ 


heart, 
And kill'd the poor Chlorts with mourning. 


Ah then is Chloris dead, wounded by me! he ſaid; 
III follow thee, chaſte maid, down to the filent 
ſhade. | 
Then on her cold ſnowy breaſt leaning his head. 
Expir'd the poor Sirephon with mourning, 


it 
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FOR THE SAKE OF GOLD. 


Fox the ſake of gold ſhe has left me, 

And of all that's dear has bereft me; 

She me forſook for a great duke, 

And to endleſs woe ſhe has left me. 

A ſtar and garter have more art 5 
Than youth, a true and faithful heart; 

For empty titles we muſt part; 

For glittering ſhow ſlie has left me. 


No cruel fair ſhall ever move 
My injured heart again to love; 10 
Thro' diſtant climates I muſt rove | 
Since Jeany ſhe has left me, 

Ye Powers above, I to your care 

Reſign my faithleſs lovely fair; 

Your choiceſt bleſſings be her ſhare, 15 
Tho? ſhe has ever left me ! 
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LASS OF LIVINGSTON. 


Paw'o with her ſlighting Jamie's love, 
Bell dropt a tear—Bell dropt a tear; 
The gods deſcended from above, 
Well pleas'd to hear—well pleas'd to hear ; 
They heard the praiſes of the youth, 5 
From her own tongue—from her own tongue, 
Who now converted was to truth, 
And thus ſhe ſung—and thus ſhe ſung : 


Bleſs'd days ! when our ingenuous ſex, 
More frank and kind—more frank and kind, 10 
Did not their lov'd adorers vex, 
But ſpoke their mind—but ſpoke their mind. 
Repenting now, ſhe promis'd fair, 
Would he return—would he return, 
She ne'er again would give him care, 15 
Or cauſe him mourn—or cauſe him mourn, 


Why lov'd I the deſerving ſwain, 

Yet ſtill thought ſhame—yet (till thought ſhame, 
When he my yielding heart did gain, 

To own my flame to own my flame? 20 
Why took I pleaſure to torment, 

And ſeem too coy—and ſeem too coy ? 
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Which makes me now, alas! Iament 
My lighted joy,—my lighted joy. 


Ye fair, while beauty's in its ſpring, - 25 
Own your defire—own your deſire; 
While Love's young power, with his ſoft wing 
Fans up the fire —fans up the fire. 
Oh! do not with a filly pride, 
Or low deſign—or low deſign, 30 
Refuſe to be a happy bride, 
But anſwer plain—but anſwer plain, 


Thus the fair mourner wail'd her crime, 
With flowing eyes—with flowing eyes; 
Glad Jamie heard her all the time, 26. 
With ſweet ſurprize—with ſweet ſurprize. 
Some god had led him to the grove, 
His mind unchang*d—his mind unchang d, 
Flew to her arms, and cry'd, My love, 
I am reveng'd—I am reveng'd. 


MARY SCOTT. 


- 


Hess the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 
But words are wanting to diſcover 


The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 
P 4 0 
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Ve regiſters of Heav'n, relate, 

If looking o'er the rolls of Fate, 

Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scott the flower of Yarrow ? 


Ah no! her form's too heav'nly fair, 
Her love the gods above muſt ſhare 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at diſtance due adore her. 

O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile : 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh, ye fears, I'll not deſpair. 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 
Then I'll go tell her all mine anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me languilh 3 
With ſucceſs crown'd, I'll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the ſky ; 
When Mary Scott's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradiſe in Yarrow. 


MARY's DREAM, | 


Tz moon had climb'd the higheſt hill, 


Which riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 
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And from the eaſtern ſummit ſhed 
Her filver light on tow'r and tree. 
When Mary laid her down to ſleep, 
Her thoughts on Sandy far at ſea ; 
When ſoft and low a voice was heard, 
Say, © Mary, weep no more for me.” 


She from her pillow gently rais'd 
Her head to aſk, who there might be ? 
She ſaw young Sandy fluv'ring ſtand, 
With viſage pale and hollow eye 
« O Mary dear, cold is my clay, 
It lies beneath a ſtormy ſea, 
« Far, far from thee, I ſleep in death, 
“ So, Mary, weep no more for me. 


Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days 
« We toſs'd upon the raging main: 
And long we ſtrove our bark to ſave, 
*« But all our ſtriving was in vain. 
* Ev'n then, when horror chill'd my blood, 
„ My heart was fill'd with love for thee : 
© The ſtorm is paſt, aud J at reſt, 


© So, Mary. weep no more for me. 
5 7 


« O maiden dear, thyſelf prepare, 
We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhore, 
Where love is free from doubt and care, 
And thou and I ſhall part no more.” 
Loud crow'd the cock, the ſhadow fled, - 
No more of Sandy could ſhe ſee; 
rt, BS 
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But ſoft the paſſing ſpirit ſaid, 
Sweet Mary, weep no more for me.“ 


THE MILL, MILL—O. 


Bexzxrn a green ſhade I fand a fair maid, 
Was ſleeping ſound and ftill—O ; 

A' lowan wi' love, my fancy did rove 

* Around her wi' good will—O : 

Her boſom I preſt; but funk in her reſt, 5 
She ſtir'd na my joy to ſpill —O : 

While kindly the ſlept, cloſe to her I crept, 
And kiſs'd, and kiſs'd her my fill—O, 


Oblig'd by command in Flanders to land, 
T' employ my courage and ſkill—0, 10 
Frae her quietly I ſtaw, hoiſt ſails and awa, 
For the wind blew fair on the bill—O. 
Twa years brought me hame, where loud-fraiſing 
fame | 
Tald me with a voice right ſhrill —O, 
My lafs, like a fool, had mounted the ſtool, 15 
Nor kend wha had done her the Hl—O. 


Mair fond df her charms, with my ſon in her arms, 
I ferlying ſpeir'd how ſhe feH—O. 

Wi' the tear in her eye, quoth ſhe, Let me die, 
Sweet Sir, gin I can tell=O. >. 
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Love gave the command, I took her by the hand- 
And bade her a' fears expel—O, 


And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 
Wha had done her the deed myſel—O. 


My bonny ſweet laſs, on the gowany graſs, 25 
Beneath the Shilling-hill—O, 

If I did offence, I'ſe make ye amends 
Before I leave Peggy's mill—O. 

O the mill, mill—O, and the kill, kill—O, 
And the coggin of the wheel—O : 30 

The ſack and the ſieve, a' that ye maun leave, 
And round with a ſodger reel 0. | 


MY DEARY AN' THOU DIE, 


Love never more ſhall give me pain, 
My fancy's fix'd on thee; 
Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 
My Peggy, if thou die. 
Thy beauties did ſuch pleafure give, 5 
Thy love's ſo true to me. 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My deary, if thou die. 


If fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, - 
How ſhall I lonely ſtray? 0 
P 6 
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In dreary dreams the night I'll waſte; 
In fighs the filent day. 

I ne'er can fo much virtue find, 
Nor ſuch perfection ſee ; 

Then I'll renounce all woman kind, 
My Peggy, after thee. 


No new-blown beauty fires my heart 
With Cupid's raving rage, 


But thine, which can ſuch ſweets impart, 


Muſt all the world engage. 

»T was this that like the morning ſun 
Gave joy and life to me; 

And when it's deſtin'd day is done, 
With Peggy let me die. 


Ye powers that ſmile on virtuous love, 
And in ſuch pleaſure ſhare ; 

You who its faithful flames approve, 
With pity view the fair. 

Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, 
Thoſe charms ſo dear to me; 

Oh! never rob me from thoſe arms: 
I'm loſt if Peggy die. 
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NANNY—O, 


Ws ſome for pleaſure pawn their health, 
'Twixt Lais and the Bagnio, 

I'll ſave myſell, and without ſtealth, 
Kiſs and carels my Nanny —Q. 

She bids more fair t' engage a Jove, 5 
Than Leda did, or Danae—O: : 

Were I to paint the queen of Love, 
None elſe would fit but Nanny—O, 


How joyfully my ſpirits riſe, 
When dancing ſhe moves finely —_Of! 19 
I gueſs what heaven 1s by her eyes, 
Which ſparkle fo divinely—0. 
Attend my vow, ye gods, while I 
Breathe in the bleſt Britannia, 
None's happineſs I ſhall envy, 15 
As lang's ye grant my Nanny —0. 


CHORUS. | 
My bonny, bonny Nanny —O, 
My lovely charming Nanny—O ! 
# care not though the world know © 
How dearly 1 love Nanny—O. 
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O'ER BOGIE, 


Int aue wi” my love, 
I will auaꝰ wi” her, 

Tho" a my hin had ſworn and ſaid, 
Pl oer Bogie wi” her, 

If I can get but her conſent, 
I dinna care a ſtrae; 

Though ilka ane be diſcontent, 
Awa? wi' her I'll gae. 


I will awa', Oc. 


For now, ſhe's miſtreſs of my heart, 
And wordy of my hand, 

And well I wat we ſhanna part 
For ſiller or for land. 

Let rakes delyte to ſwear and drink, 
And beaus admire fine lace 

But my chief pleaſure is to blink 
On Betty's bonny face. 

T will aua', Oc. 


There a? the beauties do combine, 
Of colour, treats, and air; 
The faul that ſparkles in her een 

Makes her a jewel rare; 
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Her flowing wit gives ſhining life 
To a? her other charms ; 


How bleſt I'll be when ſhe's my wife, 


And lock'd up in my arms ! 


1 will awa, Oc. 


There blythly will I rant and fing, 
While o'er her ſweets I range, 
I'll cry, Your humble ſervant, king, 

Shame fa' them that wad change. 
A kiſs of Betty and a ſmile, 
A beit ye wad lay down 
The right ye hae to Britain's iſle 
And offer me your crown. 


I will aua', Oc. 


PINKY, HOUSE. 


By Pinky Houſe oft let me walk, 
While circled in my arms, 

J hear my Nelly fweetly talk; 
And gaze o'er all her charms 

O let me ever fond behold 
Thoſe graces void of art ! 


Thoſe cheerful ſmiles that ſweetly hold 


In willing chains my heart! 
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O come, my Love! and bring a- new 
That gentle turn of mind; 

That gracefulneſs of air, in you, 
By nature's hand deſign'd; 

What beauty, like the bluſhing roſe, 
Firſt lighted up this flame 

Which, like the ſun, for ever glows 
Within my breaſt the ſame ? 


Ye light coquets ! ye airy things! 
How vain is all your art ! 

How ſeldom it a lover brings! 
How rarely keeps a heart ! 

O gather from my Nelly's charms, 
That ſweet, that graceful eaſe ; 

That bluſhing modeſty that warms, 
That native art to pleale ! 


Come then, my love ! O come along ! 


And feed me with thy charms ; 
Come, fair inſpirer of my ſong ! 
O fill my longing arms ! 

A flame like mine can never die, 
While charms, ſo bright as thine, 
So heav'nly fair, both pleaſe the eye, 
And fill the ſoul divine! 
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As Sylvia in a foreſt lay, 
To vent her woe alone; 

Her ſwain Sylvander came that way, 
And heard her dying moan. 

Ah! is my love, ſhe ſaid, to you 
So worthlefs and fo vain ? 

Why is your wonted fondneſs now 
Converted to diſdain? 


You vow'd the light ſhou'd darkneſs turn, 
E'er you'd exchange your love 
In ſhades now may creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove. 
Was it for this I credit gave 
To ev'ry oath you ſwore ? 
But ah! it ſeems they moſt deceive, 
Who molt our charms adore. 


"Tis plain your drift was all deceit, 
The practice of mankind : 
Alas! I ſee it, but too late, 
My love had made me blind, 
For you delighted, I could die ; 
But, oh! with grief I'm fill'd, 
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To think that eredulous conſtant I 
Shou'd by yourſelf be kill'd. 


This ſaĩd all breathleſs, ſick, and pale 25 
Her head upon her hand, 
She found her vital ſpirits fail, 
And ſenſes at a ſtand. 
Sylvander then began to melt ; 
But e'er the word was given, 30 
The heavy hand of death ſhe felt, 
And ſigh'd her ſoul to Heaven. 


PEGGY, I MUST LOVE THEE, 


As from a rock paſt all relief, 
The ſhipwreckt Colin ſpying 
His native ſoil, o'ercome with grief, 
Half ſunk in waves, and dying : 
With the next morning ſun he ſpies 5 
A ſhip, which gives unhop'd ſurpriſe; 
New life ſprings up, he lifts his eyes 
With joy, and waits her motion. 


80 when by her whom long I lov'd, 

I ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 10 
Low with deſpair my ſpirits mov'd, 

To be for ever parted: 
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Thus droopt I, till diviner grace 

T found in Peggy's mind and face ; 

Ingratitude appear'd then baſe, Ig 
But virtue more *1gaging. 


Then, now ſince happily I've hit, 
Ill have no more delaying ? 
Let beauty yield to manly wit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying : N 20 
I'll haſte dull courtſhip to a cloſe, 
Since marriage can my fears oppoſe : 
Why ſhould we happy minutes loſe ? 
Since Peggy, I muſt love thee. 


Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 25 
And deem't a lover's duty, 
To ſigh, and ſacrifice their eaſe, 
Doating on a proud beauty : 
Such was my caſe for many a year, 
Still hope ſucceeding to my fear, 30 
Falſe Betty's charms now diſappear 
Since Peggy's far outſhine them. 
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Bexrarn a beech's grateful ſhade 
Young Colin lay complaining ; 
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He ſigh'd, and ſeem'd to love a maid, 
Without hopes of obtaining: | 
For thus the ſwain indulg'd his grief, RT 
Tho? pity cannot move thee, 
Tho? thy hard heart gives no relief, 
Yet, Peggy, 1 mult love thee. 


Say Peggy, what has Colin done, 

That thus you cruelly uſe him? 10 
If love's a fault, *tis that alone 

For which you ſhould excuſe him ! 
"Twas thy dear ſelf firſt rais'd this flame, 

This fire by which I languiſh; 
Tis thou alone can quench the ſame, 15 
And cool its ſcorching anguiſh. 


For thee I leave the ſportive plain, 
Where ev'ry maid invites me; 
For thee, ſole cauſe of all my pain, 
For thee that only flights me: 20 
This love that fires my faithful heart 
By all but thee's commended. 
Oh! would thou act ſo good a part, 
My grief might ſoon be ended. 


That beauteous breaſt ſo ſoft to feel, 
Seem'd tenderneſs all over, 

Yet it defends thy heart like ſteel, 
'Gainſt thy deſpairing lover. 

Alas ! tho? ſhould it ne'er relent, 


Nor Colin's care e'er move thee, 


Vet till life's lateſt breath is ſpent, 
My Peggy, 1 muſt love thee. 


 POLWART ON THE GREEN. 


Ar Polwart on the green, 
If you'll meet me the morn, 
Where laſſes do convene 
To dance about the thorn, 
A kindly welcome you ſhall meet, 5 
Frae her wha likes to view 
A lover and a lad complete, 
The lad and lover you. 


Let dorty dames ſay Na, 
As lang as e'er they pleaſe, 10 
Seem caulder than the ſna', 
| While inwardly they bleeze; 
But I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 
And yield my heart to thee ; 
Be ever to the captive kind, 15 
That langs na to be free. 


At Polwart on the green, 
Amang the new-mawn hay, 
With ſangs and dancing keen, 
We'll paſs the heartſome day, - - AG 
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At night, if beds be o'er thrang laid, 


And thou be twin'd of thine, 
Thou ſhalt be welcome, my dear lad, 
To tak a part of mine. 24 
Same Tune. 


Tao beauty, like the roſe, 
That ſmiles on Polwart green, 
In various colours ſhows, 
As 'tis by fancy ſeen: | 
Yet all its diff'rent glories ly 5 
United in thy face, 
And virtue, like the ſun on high, 
Gives rays to every grace. 


So charming is her air, 
So ſmooth, ſo calm her mind, 10 
That to ſome angel's care 
Each motion ſeems aſſign'd: 
But yet ſo cheerful, ſprightly, gay, 
The joyful moments fly, 


As if for wings they ſtole the ray 15 


She darteth from her eye. 


Kind, am'rous Cupids, while 
With tuneful voice ſhe ſings, 
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Perfume her breath, and ſmile, | 
And wave their balmy wings : 20 
But as the tender bluſhes riſe, 
Soft innocence doth warm, 
The foul in bliſsful extaſies 
Diſſolveth in the charm. 24 


PEATY's MILL. 


T ur laſs of Peaty's mill, 
So bonny, blyth, and gay, 
In ſpite of all my ſkill, 
Hath ftole my heart away. 
| When tedding of the hay = 
+ Bare-headed on the green, 6 
Love *midſt her looks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms, white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſin;; in their dawn, 10 
To age it would give youth, 
To preſs em with his hand: 
Through all my ſpirits ran 
An extaſy of bliſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 15 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſþ, 
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Without the help of art, | 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 


She did her ſweets i impart, | ' 
Whene?er-ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 20 


Her looks they were ſo mild, 


Free from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 
I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


O had I all that wealth | 25 
Hoptoun's high mountains f11, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my will; 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, 
That none but bonny ſhe, 0 
The laſs of Peaty's mill 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame with me. 


END OF VOLUME FIRST. 


